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Il Months Ago 
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Axl hadn't been feeling well lately. He just couldn't explain it and it seemed to come out of nowhere. The whole 
GNR gang was enjoying an evening at Vicki's in front of the TV. Slash had his trusty Jack Daniels, Duff his 
Vodka, Izzy a new stash of dope which he shared with Steven and Axl only had a little sample. 


They were all enjoying a great rock special on TV, when Axl noticed his vision Blur a little bit. Axl only rubbed 
his eyes, and continued to watch the show. "Man this show is Dope!" Cried Izzy as the show was discussing the 
role of bass in rock music. "Hey Izz, Hand me a little of that" requested Slash of Izzy's pile. Izzy was in a 
cordial mood as he had somehow come across a massive supply early that morning. He doled out a few 
spoonfuls for Slash who placed it on a saucer next to a syringe. He wasn't yet sure how he'd use it now. He 


took another sip of his Jack Daniels. 


Axl stood up to go to kitchen for a drink of water, and more of Vicky's cheese toast, but was suddenly 
overcome with faintness and dizziness. He swayed, and then stumbled. He had to grab on to a table to keep 


from falling all the way down 


At the same time, Slash had bolted up from where he was sitting to grab Axl and ensure he didn't fall. Slash 
kept his arms around Axl until he steadied himself; it was as if he thought Axl was a piece of glass. Though 
Axl and Slash had been dating off and on for a year and a couple months at that time, this was still a bit odd 
for Slash. "Slash I'm fine." said Axl trying to free himself from Slash's snug embrace. But Slash didn’t let go 
until Axl had regained his balance. 


What was this? Axl thought. He was nowhere close to being wasted; he'd only had a few glasses of water, 
some toast that Vicki had made, and a sample of whatever that was that Izzy had come across that morning. 
Axl had had less of it than anybody, and everybody else was doing fine. "l'm just going to get some water from 
the kitchen," He assured Slash. But As Axl walked to the kitchen, Slash followed only a few steps behind the 
beautiful man. Axl turned to see a look of dread in Slash's eyes. But the look was so lovingly sincere; Axl just 


let it drop and allowed Slash to follow him to the kitchen. 


When in the kitchen, Axl was grateful to see one last piece of cheese toast still there on the plate. He reached 
for a glass from the cabinet, and began filling it with water. Slash embraced Axl from behind, and planted 
kisses on the nape his neck and in the back of his rich shiny hair. He then went behind Axl's ear. Axl let out a 
light moan. "You gonna be all right?" asked Slash softly into Axl's ear. "Yes I'm fine now Slash, thanks." answered 
Axl. Axl was so gorgeous head to toe, super sexy, and such a tease. Axl was wearing tight black pants and a 
loose t-shirt over them. Slash rubbed his bulge against Axis butt cheeks, allowing Axl to feel his erection. Axl 
closed his eyes. Axl wanted Slash. Slash was beautiful, and he felt so good. Any touch from Slash just sent Axl 
over. Axl simply couldn't imagine life without Slash. What they had for each other was irreplaceable. Slash 
thought about his very attractive lover, and wanted to have him right then and there, but no privacy, the 


apartment was too small. 


Slash also didn't want anybody to steal his pile Izzy had so generously offered. Slowly slash let his arms 
unwrap from around Axl's waist, and then took a few steps toward the entrance of the kitchen. Slash was just 
rounding the corner when he heard a loud, awful gag as Axl lurched forward to the sink and vomit exploded 
out of him. Slash hurried back to the kitchen Axl lurched forwards again as the vomit violently exited his 
body. He did this a couple more times, while Slash just stood there and watched. When the vomiting had 
stopped, Axl just hung over the sink and rinsed down the vomit. Axl had suffered a similar vomiting episode 
three days ago. Except he was right in front of a Wendy's restaurant! A few cars had been sprayed, thanks to 


Duff's quick thinking, violent confrontation was narrowly avoided! Axl was now at a complete loss for words. 


He then turned to face Slash, but the look on Slash's face puzzled Axl. It was a look of guilt and fear, almost as 
if he thought Axl should be angry at him? Slash shyly hid his face under his hair as if ashamed. "Need a 


towel?" He asked as he handed Axl a towel. 


Axl took it and headed for the bathroom, confused about why he's been throwing up, and how Slash was 
behaving. Had Slash put something in his drink earlier that day maybe? If he had, Slash would be in major 


trouble as Axl was in no pranking mood. Axl figured he'd just lay down after he brushed his teeth, and if he 
didn't feel any better when he awaked, he'd surely go to the hospital on the next day. Axl awoke later on the 
sofa, and noticed Duff was gone as was Steven. They probably had gone to McDonalds to get some food. 
Suddenly Axl knew he had to make a mad rush to the bathroom, the vomit almost choking him........as he 


passed he could swore that was a sinister grin on Slash's face! 


The next day at the hospital, it was determined that Axl had eaten some bad meat. Food poisoning of some kind. 
The doctors weren't certain of that, but did however feel it wasn't something severe. Most likely from the 
chili Axl had accepted from a friend of Izzy's. 


"Are you sure that's alll" Slash asked angrily of Axl. This threw Axl back a bit. "Yes, that's it" answered Axl. 
"You should have gotten a THOROUGH examination Axl, blood work and all, we have to be sure!" added Slash. 
"Relax Slash," answered Axl" I've only been with you and Erin, and with anybody else I've used protection. | 
haven't caught the cooties!" explained Axl, who'd by now concluded that that's why Slash was Acting the way 


he was. 


But there was something there in Slash's eye Axl couldn't decipher. A deeper look as though something else 

was on Slash's mind. He barely even seemed to hear what Axl said about the cooties, as if that was the last 
thing on his mind, or as if he already knew that wasn't the cause. Even stranger, Slash suddenly looked very 
disappointed! 


Later that day from a payphone. 


"You told me these things would work!" Slash yelled as he tightly clutched something he had in a bag. "Wait, 
hold on," said the other voice on the phone, "tell me exactly what happened.” "I was successful in giving it to 
him, he suspected nothing, and we were together several times that week. At first | doubted it had worked, 
and | thought | should try again with another dose, but then he started acting strange a few days ago, showing 
symptoms | supposed’, began Slash. "And?" Inquired the other voice. "He went to the hospital today, it turned 
out negative." continued Slash. "Oh, uhhm, well , uhhm" said the other voice nervously. "These have worked for 
many others, maybe try a larger dose?" the voice reasoned. "I've already tried 4x's the recommended," said 
Slash impatiently, "I paid a decent penny for these, and now you OWE ME BIG TIME!" Slash yelled as he slammed 
down the phone. 


Slash knew that Axl was the one for him. They had been friends for several years now, but at that time (II 
months ago) lovers for only a little more than a year. It was during this time as lovers that Slash had come 
to the conclusion that he simply couldn't live without the lovely Axl. And here lately Slash was experiencing 
stronger desires for Axl, and rabid uncontrollable urges, and some strange thoughts began entering his head. 
At first he didn't understand them, as they were non-traditional and at times even seemed absurd. The sort 
of thing he'd dream about at times, but wake up knowing better. Thoughts of maybe combining with Axl in an 
unexpected way. But he supposed the thought wasn't so unusual between lovers after all. He had hearing 
strange rumors going about for some time now, some were reportedly not rumor but fact. Slash had yet to 


confirm this though. 


They were destined for each other, Axl and Slash. Their chemistry even showed on stage when they 
performed, they fit together better than a glove, like true soul mates. This was why Slash was confused when 
Axl had announced his engagement to Erin recently. This made Slash nervous. Even though Axl had assured 
Slash he had mutual feelings towards him, it seemed Axl and Erin was getting closer now that she was back in 
his life from an earlier split. 


Was Axl lying to him? 


And then there was Izzy. The other lover of Axl's though Axl didn't fully admit it. Axl and Izzy were very 
close. They went way back to childhood together. And more recently, they had discovered a new attraction for 
one another. They had slept together off and on over the years usually when there was no one else in their 
life at the time. But lately something more intense seemed to be brewing between them. Slash could clearly see 
it, or even hear it for that matter. He'd overheard Axl and Izzy a week ago together. The moans, the grunts, 
and finally Axl's long slow loud moan, like he'd never experienced such pleasure in his life! He wanted Axl to 


sound like that with him, and only him! 


Slash was starting to feel he would lose Axl. This fear was becoming overwhelming. He was closer to Axl now 

than ever before, yet he felt in danger of losing him. Now was the time to consummate their relationship. That 
was the only way. And he needed to satisfy this new sudden urge of his to combine with Axl his lover, as well 
It was time to do something that would be endearing and lasting, and most of all ensure Axl would be his. What 


better than what Slash had in mind? 


8 months ago 
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8 months ago 


Slash loved Axl. He loved everything about Axl. Axl was sexy and beautifulmesmeric and bewitching, in even 
the slightest of ways. Slash was addicted to him. If he went a few days without seeing his Axl, rest would 
become nearly impossible to get for Slash as panic mode set in. Even the sound of Axl's voice in the 
background had a comforting effect on Slash. Axl adored Slash too. Everything about Slash drove him mad. 
From his touch, his manner, his beauty, his soft shy voice, to the way he'd look at Axl with such affection, 
how Axl could see how much he meant to Slash. But Axl was at times afraid to show Slash how much he 


meant to him. 
Axl in his room on the phone. 


"Yes | know | promised Erin, but l'm just not feeling up to it. The guys and | finished the gig around 6 am this 
morning. | know you'd like to talk about getting back together, but now is not the time..." 

Slash stood around the corner outside of Axl's room. The door was partially ajar. Slash slipped back into the 
kitchen, poured some lemonade in a glass, and had a drink 

Slash picked up the kitchen phone. As they lived in a building rather than a house, all phone lines were 
independent. Slash dialed a number, waited for the line to be picked up. "Hello? Slash?" inquired the voice. "You 
got it?" Slash whispered demandingly, a hint of anger in his tone. "Ohm, yes. | will. You have no idea what | went 
through.." the voice was saying, "Just never mind all that!" Cut in Slash. He took a deep breath, and went to 
the entrance of the kitchen to check on Axl. Slash could still hear Axl on the phone, "Are you Crazy! | know | 


left it with you, Erin, on a shelf in the laundry room, when we started to make love. You have to return my 


songbook, the guys and | need to rehears.." 
Back in the kitchen, 


"You'll have it in half an hour, or an hour at least?" Slash continued in a whisper. "How long will it take you to 
get here?" Inquired the voice. " Hmmm....... Maybe about 45 minutes." Answered Slash. "Good, I'll surely have it 
then. Just be sure you're alone when you come. These things are still kinda top secret. My relative is my only 
means of access. But, | assure you, this one will work, if you follow the directions. These things work, and are 
safe, but are still considered highly experimental. If anyone knew what | was doing and for such cheap price." 
The voice was saying, "You burned me once!" Interrupted Slash, "I've already told you how important this is. 
And | paid you in good faith, upfront. Don't worry about the money; we'll be getting signed soon. But if you 
burn me again." Slash was saying in a rough whisper, "And there are LEGAL repercussions for doing something 
like this, outside of strict supervised health care environments. But | need my bills paid like anybody else. | 


don't think you appreciate.” the voice interrupted. Axl was now moving around in his room. "Talk Later. See you 


in 45." Cut in Slash as he hung up. 


"Slash, could you get me some water please? | need an aspirin for this headache! Erin is being a psycho bitch 
again!" hollered Axl. 

"Sure, would you like some lemon too?" Asked Slash. "No, just plain water." Answered Axl. Darn! thought Slash. 
Slash liked putting lemon in Axl's water, in case he needed to mask something. He grabbed a glass and filled it 
with water, and brought it to Axl. Slash then sat next to Axl and watched as he drank the water with his 
aspirin. He caressed Axl's head and hair, and admired the beautiful man before him. Axls almond shaped eyes 
were so captivating, dreamy, exotic and beautiful. One could get lost eternally in those sensual eyes. His facial 
features and cheek bones so perfectly gorgeous, with soft feminine characteristics. His hair lustrous and silky 
to the touch as Slash stroked his fingers through it. Axl's slender body was perfectly contoured and curvy. 


Axl really was dreamy, voluptuous perfection from head to toe. 


And Axl was even more beautiful in the x-rated raw heat of passion. Aroused, dripping wet, hair slick, 
disheveled and beaming with moisture. The sexy facial expressions derived from Axl during heated passion were 
hot and perfectly accentuated his perfect sexy facial features! Axl's eyes were mesmerizing and either, 
intensely desperate, enraptured in pleasure, pleading, or naughty and raunchy demanding more pleasure. When 


Axl was aroused, those eyes seemed to have an extra depth to them and take on a life all their own. 


Slash leaned over to kiss Axl. Axl was still perturbed over his conversation with Erin. And Axl's bipolar was 
starting to kick in, making him feel miserable. Slash tickled the outside of Axl's lips with his tongue. Slash then 
gently turned Axl's face to his, and sucked on Axl's bottom lip, biting lightly, waiting for entry. Axl absolutely 
loved this gorgeous curly haired man, Slash, sometimes more than life itself. Axl parted his lips, and their 
tongues danced passionately together. They whispered dirty things to each other between kisses. They 
absolutely THRIVED on each other! Theirs was a magical chemistry. Whenever they were together, sparks flew. 
Soft moans escaped them both as tongues fought for dominance. Axl placed a hand on Slash's thigh. Slash now 
held the back of Axl's head in his hands as he found a new angle in the struggle to win dominance. It absolutely 
scared Axl how he felt about Slash sometimes. 


But Axl pulled back from the kiss while Slash whined in protest. "| need to shower now," Axl explained. "Erin got 
me all worked up", Axl continued as he gently caressed Slash's thoughtful, pain struck face. But in Slash's mind, 


face suddenly brighter. "You are much more fun when you are relaxed and comfortable." Slash quickly added, 
noticing Axl's sudden confusion 

"And besides, | need to replace that broken string on my guitar for our rehearsal tonight. So go ahead, my 
sweet Axl. Enjoy your shower." Slash said. 

"Oh, Ok then" Axl said as he got up to go to the shower. "Guess I'll see you later then" 


Slash absolutely adored Axl. Axl was like a Drug to him, yes, even better than pot! Slashes prized possession 


Except Axl was a good drug, also of a medicinal nature, like marijuana is to some cancer patients. Axl had a 
Good aura about him, and the audiences at their performances even benefitted Many often spoke of 
experiencing something while Axl was on stage. Something HEALING, that cut through all the BS and got right 
to the heart and soul of the matter. Axl sometimes would shake and vibrate violently while performing or even 
with just rehearsing, as this powerful energy exuded from him! At these times, Slash couldn't help but wish 
that he was the reason Axl was vibrating. This Amazing energy would last several hours, and through the 
whole shows! The masses would willingly wait hours for Axl with his amazing energies, who also struggled with 
bipolar disorder which made him late to shows often. Whenever Axl showed up, he made it all well worth their 
wait. And the bigger they'd get, Slash would soon learn that this power was enough to drive frenzied audiences 
into riot at being deprived of a show. And that Axl would soon earn the title, ‘World's best Ever Front man‘. 


One hour later. 


Slash examining some items on the table before him. The room is dark, but a dim light lights the table. "Take 
your time. You have to decide which is right for you." Said a familiar sounding voice somewhere behind him in 
the room. "How's this thing work?" Slash asked, holding up a gadget from the table. "Oh that, well that is the 
more expensive alternative. Me thinks its best you try some of the cheaper, less complicated choices first. 
One of them should work for you. The gadget is a more sure shot, but there is greater chance of adverse 
reactions." The voice explained. "I know what you are doing," said Slash in a low angry voice, "You'd make more 
money on me if | try them all, even the ones that you know won't work. Well, that's not what I'm here for." 
"Oh no! Please don't think that!" The voice cut in. "You are my friend, Slash. And satisfied customers are good 
for business. Honestly, | don't know what went wrong the first time with the pills. | want this to work for you, 
but since it's in such early stages; it should really be of no surprise that some of these may not work for 


you. Did you follow ALL my instructions Slash?" 


"Sure did" said Slash. "That is why this is best under the watchful eye of a health professional.” The voice 
continued, "They could easily eliminate the choices down to what would work best for you. But it is all out of 
pocket, not covered by insurance, and very, very expensive, especially being so cutting edge and all. You don't 
have that kind of money now do you Slash?" The voice inquired. "No." Answered Slash. "And your partner is stil 
unaware?" "Its best like that, at least for now." Stated Slash. "Well, if your partner can't afford to be examined, 
or is unwilling, this is probably your best alternative." The voice continued. "Don't worry, if you follow my 
precise instructions, it WILL work for you." 

"| guess I'll take the powder this time then" Finished Slash. "That's a very good choice, Slash, | think you'll like. It 
is tasteless, easy to mask. But you MUST follow ALL instructions precisely." The voice instructed. 


Later that Night 


"Gat damnit Izzy" exclaimed Steven. "All | asked for was my drum book, and ya couldn't even bring that," "Hold 
your horses Steven, you just need to play by ear tonight anyhow" Replied a rattled Izzy. "Yeah, but | wanted to 
spend at least a half hour in practice!" Retorted Steven. "This rehearsal has been flawed anyways. Erin still has 
yet to bring my songbook; | never should've left it with her." Added a visibly upset Axl. "And this isn't even 
the right guitar string to replace my missing one." Said a tired looking Slash. 


"Well, maybe we should all just retire early tonight; do this rehearsal when everything's intact." Said common 
sense Duff. "Good night everyone" he called out as he retired to his room. "No Duff, no rehearsal." Concluded 
Steven. "Good night everyone." Steve called as he left. Izzy simply headed upstairs, went into his room, shut the 
door. Unexpectantly leaving Slash and Axl alone in awkward silence. "Well, I'll see you in the morning." Axl finally 
said, still upset. "Hey Ax, you need to calm down" Said Slash. "Can | make you something to eat, and maybe we 
could talk in the kitchen? Or your room if that's more comfortable. "No, that's ok Slash. Besides, Erin's calling 
me back tonight” Slash looked away from Axl and at the ground, as if wounded. This really bothered Axl. 


"Come ‘ere Slash." Axl seducingly said in a low voice that was almost whispery. Axl was so tender and loving 
with Slash. Axl could be such a flirt at times! Such a tease. Axl just held a power over Slash. Slash found 
himself melting as Axl approached. Axl advanced over to Slash, and moved Slash's thick curtain of hair away 
from his face. Axl caressed the side of Slash's face, staring intensely into Slash's eyes. Axl could see the 
desire in Slash's face. Axl then began to press his lips softly but firmly against Slash's. Then he softly sucked 
on Slash's bottom lip, tugging and nipping at it a bit. Slash happily obliged, returning the kiss. Axl saw the 
weakness in Slash, Slash was powerless with him. This made Axl smile inside. Axl placed his hands under Slash's 
shirt, and traced along his belly, making Slash moan 


Slash began to sweat. Axis touches were like aphrodisiacs to Slash, Slash felt himself succumbing to Axl. Their 
kiss continued, but now intensified, both breathing harder and at times breaking for air. Slash rubbed his 
fingers through Axl's hair. Slash then grabbed the back of Axl's hair into his fist, pulling his head back slightly, 
and proceeded to molest Axl's mouth, then his jawline, his neck, and back to his mouth again. Axl moaned loudly. 
Slash whispered something dirty to Axl. Axl giggled. Axl played with Slash's belt, dipped his fingers in Slash's 
pants, then tugged at the belt again. Then Axl's hands went back under Slash's shirt. That was when Slash 
remembered, ‘The powder Idiot! The powder! Slash's mind disciplined him. 


Slash suddenly pulled away from the kiss, while Axl protested. Slash had hidden the powder and a few tools in 
the back of his shirt, and Axl was only inches from discovering it! Slash's face was now red. Axl tried to come 
back, but Slash quickly turned away. Now it was Axl who looked hurt and confused. "lm sorry babe. | feel sick. | 
should probably eat something, my stomach is in knots!" Explained Slash,bending and grasping his stomach. And 
just then, the phone rang from Axl's room. It rang again. "That'd be Erin" Announced Axl. Awkward silence, two 


more rings. “Guess I'd better go answer it" Axl said, and with that he hurried off, leaving Slash all alone. 
Slash stood there for a few minutes, and then turned himself in to bed. He could faintly hear Axl's voice, and it 
seemed he and Erin was having a cordial conversation The conversation seemed indulgent and pleasant. There 


was whispering, laughter, and Axl's soft content voice. 


Slash was becoming delirious. 


The Powder 
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Slash would make Axl his. He had to. There was just no other way, Slash thought as he listened to Axl giggle 
while he talked with Erin in the other room. Axl was like the air Slash breathed. Even the way Axl was giggling 
was giving Slash goosebumps and butterflies. Axl even possessed a great sense of humor. Slash listened, as Axl 
displayed his witty sense of humor over the phone. Axl was his life, impossible to live without. Slash was 
absolute of this. But there was just too much uncertainty in their relationship. Slash had to make their bond 
real. If by any chance Axl resisted; Slash would force things if he had to. 


The powder 


Slash exhaled slowly as he felt safe and in no danger of being discovered now. He took everything out of his 
shirt, the powder, the equipment, and the instructions. The powder was potent, and contained estrogen. It 
worked by tricking the recipient's sperm into thinking it was several tiny pouched eggs. Indeed the powder 
contained microscopic egg like shells in individual organic, celled pouches. The recipients own sperm would invade 
the pouches to fertilize the ‘eggs’, injecting the recipient's DNA into them. But these new DNA infused ‘eggs’ 
were viable temporarily, time sensitive, and required urgent, massive exposure to sperm from another male 


for possible conception. 


Powder Instructions 

[Must not expose powder to light. Must keep stored in original airtight bag. 

2Powder has natural tendency to settle. Must sift powder through sifter tool often, especially before use! 
3Must administer | oz. twice per day for one week. No days can be missed. 

4Must only place in water, lemonade, unseasoned rice or plain cheese pasta for effectiveness. 

5. Can take with or without a meal, as long as meal doesn't contain raw onions. 

bMust also consume 8 oz. of cranberries per day, juiced, dried, or whole, must NOT mix powder and 
cranberries! 

TMust have intercourse at least once within the first six hours of last dosage on the final day. 

8Must have intercourse in the following two days as often as possible, when subject is most fertile 


* If any step is missed, must start all over again 


[/The cranberries, forgot the @4%# cranberries! Thought Slash. Axl usually slept late, so Slash figured he'd 
just rise up early, go get the cranberries, juice them, and store in a container. But he must make enough so 
everybody could drink, to throw off suspicion. Slash would work it all out. He lay snugly in his bed, watching the 
stars outside. Slash heard more laughter from the other room. Confused, tortured thoughts filled Slash's head 
as he fell into sleep. 


Following Day 


The next day was mild and windy as Slash headed out to panhandle money for the cranberries. This wasn't new 
for Slash; he had done some panhandling for the treatments as well. Slash wanted good, organic cranberries and 
he knew that he'd need pounds of it. Not very cheap. Slash headed over to a local farmer's market where he 


knew he'd find what he wanted. He knew one of the worker's, someone from school. Terry. Slash found Terry, 


"Man, what are YOU doing here?" He Asked. "Doctor's orders. Need some cranberries." Answered Slash. "What 
kind of doctor's orders, you don't look sick?" Inquired Terry. Slash looked nervous. "Not for me, for someone 
else.” "And?" Pressed Terry. "fertility reasons. Now this is embarrassing! Just hurry up and get the @#%#@ 
cranberries so | can leave!" Terry now shaken scrambled to get the cranberries. "Uh,..um. How many pounds?" 
Terry asked. "I need enough for a week, and more than one person will drink” Slash said. "That's going to be a 
lot of cranberries, and very expensive, you got the dough?" Terry asked. "Well, thats what l'm gonna need 
some help with, can we work something out?" Slash inquired. "Hmmm. Well, I've got to work till closing today, 
means I'm gonna miss the car show tonight and... Tell you what; you fill in for me tonight and tomorrow night. 
You can have as much as you like." Terry offered. Slash turned this over in his head for a minute. "Well, Ok | 
guess." Agreed Slash, realizing he'd miss a couple nights practice. Terry gladly took off his apron "Well here, let 


me show you around a bit...” 
About Axl 


Later, as Slash occupied the stand, few customers, Slash's mind drifted back to Axl. 

Slash totally understood audience reactions to Axl. Slash adored Axl. The super beautiful singer was like a 
DREAM COME TRUE. And Slash was starting to fall helpless to Axl. Slash wanted for Axl to have dependency 
on him too. He needed Axl, and wanted Axl to need him. Slash wanted to be the one that Axl whispered his 
sweet nothings in the ear of in the quiet of the night, the one Axl came to for security, the one on Axl's lips 
during his lonely nights,.. the one whose name was on Axl's lips when he climaxed. Slash wasn't sure how much 
Axl needed him. Axl was tricky. There were mixed messages. While Axl expressed real love to Slash, sometimes 


he seemed to contradict himself. This played with Slash's head. 


Audiences couldn't get enough of the members of GNR and were fanatical, most especially of Axl. Axl's energy; 
but also Axl's unique androgynous sensuality. His beauty, his dress, and his unique nature to EXUDE SEXINESS 
from every molecule of his being, drove both males and females to lust after him; A viewer's erotic Paradise! 
But Slash got the extra bonus, the personal intimate moments, a bonus most audience members could only 
dream about. A sexual Fantasy. Slash would discover Axl intimately and explore; his needs, vulnerabilities; his 


weaknesses and strengths; his passionate, vulgar, X-rated side. 


Axl was red Hot! A horny maniac, with an unquenchable, nymph- like appetite that lasted hours on end, and 
often DAYS! Axl had endless amounts of energy, just like on stage. Axl released the same awesome stage vibe 
in the heat of passion, and would sometimes VIBRATE madly during love making. The whole experience was very 
orgasmic and more intense. For Slash nothing and no one rivaled the raw experience of Axl in hard-core 


passion. 


The SOUNDS he'd make! Axl's stunning vocal capabilities were sizzling! Axl was an orchestra of provocative 
grunts, groans, moans and other sensual melodies in all registers; aphrodisiacal music for the ears and sexual 
hormones! 

Axl's touch was ELECTRIC! And so was his tongue! His bed performance squared with his stage performance. 
Axl was a natural. To Slash, even the most experienced strippers hadn't the touch Axl had. Axl seemed always 


to know Slash's needs and WANTs; he really understood Slash! 


Axl was an indelible sight in the heat of passion, a good fuck!! Red HOT! How provocative he looked, wet-haired 
and sultry! How he expressed different emotions; vulnerability, pleasure, naughtiness, with that stunningly 
gorgeous facel Slash loved the way Axl's sexy plump cherry red lips parted back, displaying perfect white 
teeth when he gritted them in pleasure or pain; and the way he licked his lips in the heat of passion. Slash 
loved grabbing Axl's round Ass as a bonus. It took much to satisfy Axl, who was unrestrained sexually, and 
Slash felt he was well equipped for the job. They were made for each other. 


Slash felt he was the only one that could bring everything out of Axl. Slash knew Axl needed him, whether Axl 
wanted to admit it or not. Slash felt he was the only one who could reach into Axl's core, and bring out his 
innermost. Slash could see it when their eyes made contact, and sense it in their chemistry on stage. 
Thoughts of sharing Axl Literally Drove Slash NUTS! 

And in the darkest corners of Slash's mind, even murder wasn't off limits for Slash to obtain Axl; murder, 


whether to himself... or someone else. 


Before Slash knew it, the night was done. A total of 7 customers raked in another $200 for stand that night. 
At home 


Slash was determined to make his plan work. Slash went straight to the kitchen after washing his hands. He 
unloaded the cranberries into the sink, and washed them. As he was getting the juicer out to juice them, Axl 
came up behind him. Axl wrapped his arms snuggly around Slash's belly, and squeezed. Axl felt so good. 
"Ahhhhh." Slash moaned. Axl loved to hold his beloved, pretty Slash. "What are you doing Slash?" Asked Axl. At 
times Slash felt Axl could read his mind, this was one of them. "| came across a friend Today. | helped him, and 
he gave me these." Slash answered quickly. Slash could feel Axl's eyes examining his head, or examining his 
thoughts! Silence. Axl was focusing on Slash's head. 


But Slash kept his face hidden from Axl, as a last defense. Suddenly Slash felt Axis hot breath on his neck. Axl 
exhaled slowly along his neck and behind his ears, in back of his hair; his weak spots. Axl was gaining. Slash 
moaned. Axl gently tipped Slash's head back by his curls. He began licking and sucking Slash's ear lobes, and the 
tender spot behind them. He smooched on Slash's neck. More slow, exhaled hot breath. "Jesus Axll" Cried Slash. 
Axl released his curls, his hands now roaming Slash's chest. Moaning slowly, Axl pinched and groped Slash's 
chest from behind him, making his buttoned shirt come loose. How rousing was his sounds! Slash knew when 
Axl was in the mood. Continuing to smooch on Slash's neck, Axl began whispering into Slash's ears, between 
licking and sucking, about how he missed him. Axl let his pressed fingers slowly drift methodically down Slash's 
chest to his groin area, while mouth-molesting Slash's neck. Slash's eyes closed. Slash was melting, losing 
himself to Axl. Axl loosed Slash's belt with a jerk! Axl knew he was gaining full control of Slash. "Sslaaash! 
OlSslaa." he moaned seductively. Then Axl nibbled and sucked hungrily on Slash's neck. His hands firmly groping 


Slash's manhood, with skilled deliberate fingers. Slash let out a loud helpless moan. Slash couldn't stand it 
anymore, Axl had won. Again. Slash turned to face Axl, and grabbed him in tight hungry embrace, hungrily 
kissing him, to the point of pressing his head back and bruising his lips. He'd grabbed Axl with such force Axl 
made a little sound as their bodies collided. Slash started working his way down Axl's chin to his neck, Axl let 
his head fall back. 


With one arm supporting Axl's back, Slash was on working his way around Axl's neck, demolishing his shirt with 
other hand, when a familiar voice interrupted "Hate to break things up, but who's going to clean up that F#ckin 
river?!" Izzy said sarcastically, looking from Slash to Axl as though he was getting aggitated. (As a matter of 
fact, Izzy WAS becoming VERY aggitated!) But, Izz was right. There was a river flowing from the forgotten 


sink. And so too Slash's hard earned cranberries... 


Powder n' Cranberries 


Author's Notes: 
Please read, and comment. Comments are important, may help impact! 


[Powder n' Cranberries] 


Slash woke up the next morning with a start. In a cold sweat. He only vaguely recalled his dreams, but 


remembered being pursued by Izzy. Just his face! A very BIG FACE! 


Izzy's face was as huge as the sun, and just as hot! It pursued Slash over bridges, under bridges, over hills, 
through valleys, and through thick forests. It simply melted away the trees or anything that might hide Slash 
from his wrath, and chased him nonstop! Fear shot up Slash's spine! Slash awoke terrified with his spine 
tingling, and he was trembling and wet! 

After a shower, he headed out to his panhandling job for the day. Nothing but nothing would stop him from 
proceeding forward with his plans when he got back. He promised this to himself as he closed the door shut. 


Later 


Slash returned with a huge supply of cranberries, just in case anything went amiss (Slash even hid an extra 
bag under his jacket!) Slash had to briefly explain to his friend why he needed so many! He'd have to do 
another favor, maybe another day of work. They'd work it out. Half of them went in to storage in the 
refrigerator right away. The other half he washed. This time Slash kept watch, keeping an eye out for anything 
that might interfere with him. Nothing happened. He finished his cranberries without incident; and again 
watching around carefully, he juiced them. He then poured himself a big satisfying glass to taste what he'd 
created. Perfect. He then poured Axl a glass, and headed straight to his room. ' This almost seems too easy’, 
Slash thought worriedly. As he got closer he noticed Axl's door slightly ajar. He knocked, and then gently pushed 
it open. Axl was nowhere! Not even in his bathroom smoking a cigarette. Slash searched every nook and cranny 


of the whole building, only to find out from Duff that Axl had gone to Vicki's. l@#@4$ %!', thought Slash. 


Soon, however, Axl returned. But not how Slash wanted. He was with Erin! Axl and Erin sat across from each 
other in the lobby on two facing sofa's, holding hands, talking quietly. Slash began to seethe. Slash collected 
himself around the corner, and then he approached them. "Hi Slash!" they both said simultaneously. "Guess 
what, it looks like Axl and | will be getting back together again" Announced Erin. But Slash speechlessly searched 
Axl. The betrayal left him searching for words. Axl noticing Slash's distraught face, quickly added, "After the 
band gets more road time, not right away." He said winking at Slash. Axl and Erin continued their talk. Slash 
offered to get both of them drinks, they seemed barely able to hear him. 


Slash sifted the powder up in his room, placed some in a sandwich bag, and put it in his pocket. Slash realized 
that his time was running out. If he was going to hook Axl, it better be soon If he didn't, he might lose Axl 


kitchen, and poured two glasses of cranberry juice. Suddenly Axl and Erin burst into the kitchen, Axl holding 
Erin by her bosom and lightly tickling her. Erin was giggling. "What's that?" Asked Erin excitedly. "Just some 
juice. Cranberry juice." Answered Slash. "Oooo that looks good," said Erin reaching for a glass. "So that's what 
you did with them cranberries," said Axl taking the other glass. They toasted each other, and then drank 
staring at one another. It seemed they forgot Slash was even in the room. ‘Drink, that's right Axl, drink baby: 
Thought Slash darkly. 


As soon as they'd finished their glasses, they locked in a kiss. 


Slash just stood there and watched; half stunned, half incensed, and.. partly turned on at watching Axl make 
out. They slowly went to the floor as they made out right in front of Slash, dropping their glasses as they 
went. The glasses somehow didn't break. Slash wondered ‘Hmmm, This must be some kind of revenge, but for 
what? Why is Axl trying to make me jealous? Why? Or is he trying to turn me on? Maybe both? More 
Confusion with Axl, mixed messages, as usual. Slash suddenly decided he didn't want to stay for the rest, so he 
quickly exited the kitchen, only to collide into Izzy! While Slash was jolted, stumbling to the ground, Izzy stood 
as solid as a statue with a hostile, determined look in his eye. It was as if Izzy expected to run into Slash. "Not 
staying for the show, why?" Izzy asked coldly. "F--ckin Spying again, Izzy?!" Slash retorted, rubbing his sore 
head. Suddenly compassion entered Izzy's cold eyes. He helped Slash back up. "Just be careful where you're 
going next time. And don't miss tonight's practice like you've done these past days. "Izzy said with a sly look as 
he walked off down the hall. One rarely knew what was in Izzy's head; but it always seemed to be busy.. 


Later, Slash had the opportunity to add the first two doses of powder to Axl's drinking water, and then to 


some lemonade, while Axl and Erin sat in the tub and had run out of wine. 
The Week 


The rest of the week seemed to go without incident. Slash's cranberry juice was very popular; a real hit with 
the band. The new juice- a - holics, consumed much more than anticipated, and they pleaded with Slash to 
make more. Some came up with interesting cocktail mixes, particularly Steven and Izzy, which included the 
cranberry juice. Most importantly Axl consumed much more than his 8 oz. per day, no effort from Slash. The 
powder however took more work; this is the rundown of how Slash administered powder the remainder of 


week, 


Second day- Slash was able to get the two doses to axl by way of buttered rice, and later glass of water. 
Third day- A glass of water; later a glass of lemonade 

Fourth day- The band performed a gig, Slash got the powder in two different glasses of water. 

Fifth day- cheese pasta, powdered and hand delivered by Slash. Later at a gig, Slash spiked a glass of water for 
Axl. 


Sixth day- Glass of water, glass of lemonade 
Seventh day- Buttered rice, glass of water. 


Slash was cautioned by his supplier that there are often symptoms even without actual pregnancy. He'd need 


to either get Axl to the hospital for confirmation, or somehow sample Axl's urine with a pregnancy kit. 


During that first crucial six hours, Slash struggled to penetrate Axl because Axl wanted to take him orally. 
That was all Axl was in the mood for. But with some convincing, some stimulation, and sweet talk; finally Slash 
managed to bang Axl in the last hour, the sixth hour. But Slash needed to ‘sperm’ Axl as often as he could for 
the rest of that day and the next two days, for maximum exposure to insure conception. He had succeeded 
towards the afternoon of that seventh day as Axl had gotten in the mood and they were going at it pretty 
much the rest of the day. 


But on the eight day, Slash suffered a huge setback. After a morning gig, Axl and Erin had a huge fight! It 
lasted several hours. The farthest Slash could get with Axl that day was dryly making out on the sofal 

The ninth day Slash had to struggle again because the previous day still had Axl left in a sour mood, due to 
his bipolar. At first Slash tried being very sweet to Axl, which was easy for Slash to do. Though there was 
some confusion and conflict, he still loved his Axl very much and couldn't see life without him. Since they were 
all late sleepers; in the afternoon Slash made Axl a nice breakfast of Eggs, blueberry pancakes, bacon, orange 
slices, and of course, cranberry juice. (All this thanks to Slash's panhandling job.) Axl accepted the breakfast, 
but refused Slash's advances... 


The day, however, was still young... 


The Gig (part D 
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The Gig (part I) 


That evening, the ninth day, they had a gig to perform. Slash had managed to get Axl to guzzle down a few 
beers before the show. Though it was not enough beer to get him real drunk. However, Slash could tell Axl 
was pretty affected. Slash crossed his fingers. During the show Slash worked up a huge, horny appetite by 
watching his beautiful singer perform enticingly about the stage. Hypnotizing the audience; and indulging himself 
in the music. Axl got lost to the rhythms, putting Slash too, under hypnosis. ‘He should be BAREFOOT and 
PREGNANT, NOW! Slash would often wish. And if all went as he planned, they'd make their own special music 
tonight. They'd get in a tight wrestling match. Axl would get knocked up, and a mini Axlslash would be created 
inside his belly. As far as Slash was concerned, there was no better combination in all creation. Their stage 


chemistry proved it. 


Axl leaned against Slash's back while he played; Slash hid a grin under his hat. Later, Axl embraced Slash from 
behind and teasingly watched while he played, head on his shoulders. How good Axl felt! Axl was such a flirty 
tease. This night Axl would pay, Slash told himself. As usual Axl wore the tight clothes, showing off that 
voluptuous figure, and perfect round, tight SEXY ass!And those perfect, sexy legs!! Axl was an EXCEPTIONAL 
dancer too. Like a flexible masterpiece, his body gave smooth, visual expression to their melodies. Slash by far 
wasn't the only one that drooled And very few people could pull it off like Axl or had the flexibility to imitate 
his slither dances; a quality that deserved much more recognition than it actually got. Axl could work those 
delicious round hips! It was small wonder he chose the snake dance as his signature move,a move not able to 
be executed by most. ‘He'll put those sweet hips to more important uses tonight’, hoped Slash. In other moves, 
Axl spun around effortless without losing balance. Sometimes it seemed Axl floated because his moves were so 


smooth! What an AMAZING front man, spellbinding (and not to mention sexy) to watch! 


Axl's pretty face showed pleasure, when aroused by the melodies; and so too his drop- dead gorgeous, sexy 
almond *eyes*! Axl now teased Slash's hat, giving his cute flirty smile. Still, later Axl winked at him. Apparently 
the gig (and the drinks) had helped soothe Axl's mood swing. Just as Slash had planned. Slash strum his guitar 
pressed against his hungry man meat throughout show, contemplating what he would to do to Axl with a 
devilish smirk. And Axl was in the mood to tease; ‘Good’, thought Slash. ‘If Axl only knew’, thought Slash again 
Surely, he'd make Axl pay tonight. As the show ended, Axl completely snatched his hat, giving Slash a sly wink 
and took off into the back. O- Axl's dreamy, penetrative eyes! Slash had been on the side talking with a guitar 
tech. Slash started after him. 


But Slash had barely followed Axl into the back area, when he was abruptly intercepted by Izzy. "Dude, what 
kind of ‘playing’ was that out there tonight? You were way off key and all over the place! What do you suppose 


this is, --Poison?ll" Blurted Izzy, spraying spittle on the word "Poison", and pressing his finger in Slash's chest. 
"Uh... what?", questioned Slash, startled. "And flirting! w... with Axl," Izzy swallowed hard, then continued, 
"Thinking with the wrong head, Slash. Stage = Music, stage-music. Remember that Slash," Lectured Izzy now 
pointing to his own head. Izzy fuming, was hardly hiding the fact that inside he was growing more jealous, of 
their relationship, and of their trademark on-stage chemistry. Slash simply shoved Izzy aside for now; no time 


to waste. He'd deal with Izzy later. 


Slash knew time was running out. He'd missed a whole day, and it was towards the end of the final day. 


The Gig part 2-back room 


Part 2-back room 


Slash had missed 2/3 of his ‘sowing! time, and was fast losing patience. The day hadn't gone too well so far. 
And as Slash hurried away, Izzy caught up and intercepted him again more forcefully this time, pinning him 
against the wall. "Fuck off, Izzy!" hollered Slash, hurling Izzy back. Izzy stumbled, then launched back at him and 
they struggled. But Izzy grabbed handfuls of curls and pinned Slash back against the wall. With determined eyes 
full of green envy, Izzy was starting to form his first bitter words with hardened lips, when Vicki called out to 
him a second time. "Izz.. Izzy come now. Please!" she insisted, another manager was standing with her, ready to 
help. Izzy reluctantly drew back and left Slash standing there, narrowly averting a blow from Slash's hardened, 
balled fists. Vicky ushered Izzy into a room. Slash gasped, and drew in a few deep breaths. He waited till he 


calmed down. ‘What's gotten into Izzy?" he wondered. 


Then he continued in the direction Axl had gone. He searched through a few rooms. Meanwhile, Axl had 
returned back up front. When Slash couldn't find him in back, he went up front to ask where he was. But he 
didn't need to. There Axl was, in an equipment room at the front, the door partially ajar. Slash walked over to 
the room, came in, shut the door. He turned to find Axl looking confused. "Slash? Why did you shut the door?" 
Axl asked in his lovely warm voice tone. Slash didn't answer; he just locked the door and started towards him. 
"You missed me?" asked Slash. Already hard, Slash could taste Axl, but as he got close to him, and put his 
hands on his pants, a familiar voice stopped him. "Slasher!" And Slash turned to see that Duff was sitting on 
the other side of a bookcase, along with Steven! 

‘Oh--- Am | disrupting something?" asked Duff after noticing his upset expression. "Horny enough Slash?" 
mocked Steven, dangling handcuffs. ‘Holy shit! Thought Slash. He quickly exited the room red faced and shut the 


door behind him. He checked his watch. Time was running out! 


Suddenly Slash needed the bathroom. Drops of urine trailed his path to the bathroom. Slash spat some choice 
words as urine POURED from him. It's not that they hid their relationship from the band, but Slash didn't 
exactly care for audiences. Besides, he really had it BAD for Axl, and didn't exactly want the band knowing- 
especially about his plan! Next, Slash decided to wash the sweat from his face. But the mirror revealed his 
eyes were bloodshot and stressed! After washing his face, he downed half bottle of Jack Daniels to calm his 
nerves. Slash changed his pants, straightened himself out, and got back to his mission. He was glad to see Axl 


was no longer in the equipment room. Slash searched back through rooms again, working towards the back. 


He finally spotted Axl again,isolated, far in the back, sorting his outfits in a partially lit, back room of the gig. 
His back was facing Slash. Slash glanced around, saw no one. Slash noiselessly walked to the entrance, glanced 
around inside the room, then exhaled quietly. But for Axl, It was empty. Slash paused; savoring the sight of Axl 
bending and sorting, in his cute tight, dressy stage clothes. The sleeveless shirt revealed a shapely, small 
boned, frail body frame with perfectly toned arms and flawless smooth skin. His full, round sexy buttocks was 
well defined through his revealing, tight black leather pants, which was completed by stylish black leather 
boots. ‘Hell YEAAHH Honey!'- thought Slash, his cock getting hard again. Axl had great fashion sense. Axl's long, 


beautiful, silky tresses shimmered and flowed down gently like waterfall from beneath his black bandana; and 
cascaded gently around his frail shoulders and small perfect frame. (Slash wanted to bury his face inside those 
lustrously flowing tresses.) The bandana produced a crown effect on Axl, who was already so beautiful, so 
delicate, even from behindOh,how Slash ACHED to tap his fine booty and bury his cock inside the beautiful, 
smaller man; and KNOCK Axl's boots! And here Axl was, ALONE! ‘Vulnerable’, thought Slash with a sneer. Y' see, 
not only was Axl weaker physically, but he was also weak sexually for Slash. Slash savored the moment, nearly 


masturbating. 


Then Slash moved forward. Axl turned and noticed Slash approaching, partly shaded in the partly lit room. He 
squinted, not able to see Slash's full facial expression. "Hey Slasher, it's ok about earlier. Duff suggested we do 
the next gig w-" Axl started to say, when Slash collided into him and kept walking, forcing him back. Axl 
stumbled, dropping his clothes; startled as Slash backed him roughly into a corner, then placed his hands on 
either side of him. Slash forced eye contact. Axl could've sworn-- that look was in Slash's eyes again! ‘What's 
with this?! wondered Axl, still shaken. Axl's beautiful, sweet dazzling, almond shaped eyes questioned Slash. 
Slash's sincere, dark expression was partly hidden while he carefully traced his finger along Axl's beautifully 
structured, inquiring face. Slash examined Axl head to toe. "I said.. do you miss me, Axl", said Slash as more of 
a statement than question. But not allowing Axl to respond, he held Axl's chin up, and moved his mouth closer 
and they began making out, slowly at first. Their plump lips met tenderly but firmly. Slowly their mouths 
opened slightly and their tongues danced lightly. Soon their tongues battled,mouths open wider, as they tightly 


grasped the other's face, and struggled for dominance. 
The hallways 


Slash failed to notice he'd been observed by Izzy, who had kicked Slash's guitar out in the hallway, and now 
stood contemplating in the distance. Izzy was somewhat reluctant. Now, not too sure he could confront all this. 
Slash and Axl had had sex many times before, why feel so much dread now? Besides, Axl had a girlfriend he 
loved, as did Izzy.. But not Slash! 


Of course, Izzy loved Axl too.. Maybe more than he wanted to admit. Much more. The threat of Axl becoming 
inaccessible intensified Izzy's love for him. You see, Izzy could see it. And sense it. There, in Slash's eyes, and 
demeanor. A secret plan. The peculiar way he looked at Axl; Axl mostly unawares. It's like Slash was plotting. 
And there were other disturbing things Izzy had discreetly noticed. Slash was up to something. Something more 
sinister than the casual relationship the two had formerly enjoyed. What could it be? Fear rose in Izzy. Suppose 
to possess Axl.. would he hurt him? No, not Slash. Never. So, what then? Axl was very special. Izzy was loving, 
jealous, and protective of sweet Axl. They were very close since childhood and enjoyed many great times, and 
great intimacy. Izzy couldn't exist without him. And adding to his worries, was well, with Axl, it was hard to 
know where his head was. But, surely he loved Izzy, right? Instinct was telling Izzy something, he smelled a rat! 


Izzy's feet began slowly stepping forward on their own it seemed, gradually bringing Izzy closer... 
Back room 


A chair now lay turned on its side in the room. Slash gripped the back of Axl's neck, one hand under his soft 
hair while his full lips engulfed Axl's plump,sweet cherry red lips, taking more control over the kiss. During the 


kiss, Slash's other arm squeezed Axl's smaller body close; holding him tightly by his waist, sinking his bulge into 
him. "He's MINES," thought Slash. Every part of him needed Axl; his human addiction Axl's hands squeezed and 
massaged Slash's tense back muscles to relax them during the kiss. He knew Slash needed him, but he needed 
Slash as well. Probably more than Slash realized. He held Slash by his booty and moved himself against Slash's 
bulge. Then pulled back, loosed Slash's belt, reached in and fondled and squeezed Slash's erection through his 
underwear. Slash moaned hurgrily. It seemed Axl always knew what to do. 


Axl's mind: 


Axl truly did miss Slash. All the arguing with Erin recently made it worse. Much worse. Axl gladly accepted the 
beer earlier, to rid him of his headache from arguing with Erin, as the band still had a gig to perform. Axl 
craved the warm, passionate affection that Slash offered; all drama-free. He reminisced about it on stage. And 
Slash's hard erection revealed he missed Axl too. But Axl already knew; for Slash's eyes showed it. Deep pain, 


when Axl was with Erin, like Slash felt forgotten, betrayed..or misled. Axl realized his actions were at times a 


bit confusing. But he'd take care of Slash tonight. Not Erin, or Izzy. Besides, ‘Slash looked awful good tonight, 
good thing for Slash his curls hid his ‘shy’ grins from Axl). 


Axl gained footing and shoved Slash back. He pushed again, got him against a nearby wall, and then kneed his 
legs open. He unzipped Slash's pants, reached in. Slash was powerless to Axl, smitten. Axl focused on Slash's 
eyes while slowly, methodically, squeezing and groping his swollen bulge. Slash muttered something. Slash 
desperately searched Axls eyes for sincerity. Disappointingly, Slash could see the liquor was still having some 
effect on Axl. But Axl seemed sincere enough. ‘Fuck! Now isn’t the time for questions! Slash disciplined himself. 
Axl's hands were expert on him, skilled, therapeutic fingers working his shaft. Axl read Slash's eyes, and often 
his soul. Axl could see he did something that no one else could. Slash was vulnerable to him. Axl eyed Slash 
devilishly. He removed his hand, then used his thigh to press and rub against Slash's bulge, thigh first, then 
body. 


"DAMN AXL, uuuhhm!" groaned Slash. Axl knew him- Mind, body, and soul; and satisfied all parts! ‘The perfect 
permanent partner’ thought Slash darkly. His back now against Slash, and hands on his thighs, Axl moved 
against his cock; using his flexible abilities. Slash yelped, succumbing to Axl's great prowess. Axl was simply too 
HOT! Playtime was over. Slash promised himself this! 

Just then, ‘Ding dong! went the old fashioned clock. Slash noticed the clock. ‘The plan, fooll' Slash's mind 
disciplined. With his cock throbbing harder now, (and feeling a bit rushed), Slash suddenly grabbed the smaller 
Axl, crashed mouths, and tongue-fucked Axl's mouth, clashing their teeth, and bruising Axl's lips while he 
shred Axl's shirt with hungry hands. A table with piles of clothes and a few drinks was tipped over. 


The two wrestled, both desperate for each other. And also, Slash was now in a rush! Several more items in 
the room fell and crashed. Harsh, strained noises escaped their throats through passionate kisses. During 
kisses Slash aggressively violated Axl's tight pants. As they struggled,he reached in into Axl's underwear, jerked 
his growing erection. "Uuuhhmm," moaned Axl through their kisses. They struggled again, then Slash wrestled 
weaker Axl down on a table causing Axl's bandana to fall off his head to floor. Slash climbed over him and with 


one jerk ripped off what remained of Axl's shirt, revealing his smooth baby-soft chest. Slash paused at the 


beautiful sight below. "God your fickin’ gorgeous" he said. He began repeatedly squeezing Axl's bare tits, making 
Axl gasp. 


The hallways 


An audience of two custodians stood at the door, observing the scene. They were discussing what to do, and 
finally decided to shut off the area to others, and go about their cleaning elsewhere. Another act was due to 
perform soon, and they didn't have time to clean the jungle of debris created by the two horny love birds. 


They placed ‘area closed’ signs in the hallway, and entered other rooms. 
Back room 


The table had toppled over from the movement, spilling them both on the floor. Slash had eyed Axl like lost 
prey. Axl slowly lifted himself. But Slash forced Axl into a corner, pressing him against it. Then he went for his 
neck. Slash sucked and nibbled hungrily on Axl's neck, roughly from one side to the other, paralyzing him 
against the corner. Axl moaned. Slash was winning, with Axl was fixed in the corner. Slash kissed along his chin, 
then tilt his head back by his soft hair, and proceeded to deep-throat Axl. Axl's grip weakened on the 
shoulders of the stronger man, as he took his breath away. Slash's hand began groping Axl's chest and tugging 
his nipples. Next, his hand groped Axl's balls, while he pulled his mouth from their kiss to engulf Axl's supple 
tits; sucking, licking, and nibbling. Slash devoured the silky smooth flesh. " O fuck, Slash!” Axl moaned hungrily. 
Unable to wrestle free of the corner and the passion of the stronger man, his moans steadily grew louder. Axl 


swept his hands through Slash's curls, moans escaped him, his eyes fluttered, losing themselves in pleasure. 


Axl so needed this. 


WTril 
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WTF! 


Axl opened his eyes suddenly. He saw a silhouetted figure in the doorway. Axl stared for a bit, then focused. 
Axl's eyes slowly widened into a horrified glare as he stared at the figure in slow realization Suddenly Axl 
gasped in horror. But Slash who was busily pleasuring Axl's chest and neck mistook this gasp for pleasure from 
what he was doing to him. "You ain't seen nothing yet baby," Slash panted hotly into Axls neck, which his 


mouth was preoccupied with. 


Slash continued aggressively grasping and pinching Axl's nipples and chest with hungry hands, and then sucking 
and biting them with his mouth, making Axl moan and pant helplessly, breathlessly. His eyes rolled back in 
pleasure. Slash engulfed his mouth again, Axl was helpless to speak. 


But Axl now tried grasping/pulling at Slash's shirtless back to alert him, pointing breathlessly with the other 
hand towards the door. Slash never looked, he never even saw Axl's pointing hand. 

It was Izzy in the doorway. But this was Izzy, in a way that Axl saw him in the worst of times. Like after a 
failed drug exchange, when the recipient forgot to pay up. 


Izzy had a very treacherous side to himself, as with all drug dealers. 


It was a look on Izzy's face that literally changed his whole demeanor. He didn't even look like himself. Axl didn't 
recognize him at first, and certainly no one else would've, but slow recognition had dawned on him. Axl only 
recognized him because he knew Izzy so well, and saw him in all kinds of moods. It was a creepy look, a mixture 
of disbelief, and treachery on his face. A look of murder to be exact. Axl hoped that Izzy would never find 
cause to look at him like that. Izzy was PISSED. But Axl was confused, concerned why this intense look.. seemed 
apparently aimed at... Slash?!! He questioned Izzy with his eyes. 

Was this even real? 


With his mouth freed, "Slash!" Axl hollered breathlessly, pointing at Izzy. But this only drew Slash's attention 
back to Axl's scrumptious, plump lips, which Slash immediately engulfed with his mouth again. Slash hadn't 
made eye contact with Axl at this crucial moment. Then his hand went into Axl's shorts, roughly groping his 


hard penis, making Axl moan helplessly into his mouth. Slash was consumed with the mission now, no time was 


left anymore, his mind was focused squarely on his goal. Only lightning could've distracted him. 


Izzy didn't bother to look at Axl even once. His eyes were locked dead set on Slash. It looked to Izzy like Slash 
was devouring Axl like some rabid dog. But what bothered Izzy most was.. Izzy KNEW. Somehow he knew there 
was more at work here than meets the eye. Izzy had observed Slash watching Axl closely throughout the day, 
and checking the time constantly all day, something Slash never did before. In fact, Slash even seemed more 
sober than usual. But Izzy knew better than to do anything fruitless this time. Slash was no wimp, and in such 
a determined mood, he was a risk to interfere with now. Izzy couldn't take his chances, he had to stop Slash, 
at all costs. This time he'd succeed in preventing whatever sinister thing it was that Slash was up to with Axl. 


Even though Izzy hadn't exactly figured out what that was yet. 


Izzy's eyes roamed the room. 

There was a wooden statue with a metal helmet on, that lined up perfectly to Slash. Izzy paused at what he 
was about to do, shook his head, then he pushed himself into a nearby locker, which had a domino effect. Axl 
now yanked Slash's head back by his curls roughly to turn his head. One item crashed into another until finally 
the statue fell down on Slash, the heavy helmet hitting him on his head, knocking him off of Axl, and rendering 


him unconscious. Slash had turned just in time to see the falling statue, then everything went black. 


"Slash! Slash!!!" Axl hollered. No response. "IZZYYYYYYII!" Axl hollered after Izzy as he sountered away with a 
smirk. 

Axl pulled his leg from under Slash, the only body part still beneath him, and then pulled Slash from under the 
statue. Slash was unconscious. Axl grabbed the nearby bottle of Jack Daniels, and desperately dumped it all 
over Slash head. Slash moved a bit. Axl took a bucket left by the custodians, filled it with cold water, came 
back, and dumped it on Slash, Slash coughed. Then Axl slapped him. At this, Slash jerked awake. "Thank God!" 
exclaimed Axl. But Slash looked delirious, then he grabbed the back of his head, "Owwwww!" groaned Slash. 
"Geeeez, what did you do to me Axl? It hurts!" 


"I did nothing Slash. A statue fell on you babe. Let me take a look at it sweetheart" Axl offered, moving away 
Slash's curls to examine his head and scalp. There was a gash with big red lump developing on the back of 
Slash's head where he'd been hit. "Omg!" whined Axl. Axl was reluctant to mention anything about Izzy now, 
whom Slash had not seen. In fact, Axl decided it best not to do so, at least for the time being, and perhaps 
never. He did however, want to interrogate Izzy about this. Was Izzy on something, to do this to Slash? Now he 


was relieved Slash hadn't noticed Izzy. 


"JEEEEZUS!" exclaimed Slash, rubbing at his scalp. "Don't touch!" Axl warned. Axl helped Slash sit down in a 
chair, and rest his head on back of the chair. Axl then got a towel from a nearby restroom, wet it with cold 


water, and lay it on Slash's swollen lump. Slash lay with his eyes closed in pain 


"What was all that racket!" Exclaimed Duff from the doorway suddenly. Axl jumped, he hadn't heard Duff 


approach the room. "Slash, Slash? What happened in here?" Duff asked Slash, looking concerned. "Something fell 
on me, a statue.” said Slash wearily, eyes squinting in pain. "That big one with the metal helmet!” Slash pointed 
out. "MercyJust Mercy." said Duff, "You ok Slash?" Duff questioned concernedly, examining him more closely. 


"Let me get him some aspirin" said Vicki, who had also come back to see what was going on. 


Slash felt like he had 1000 headaches coming on. He couldn't think too much now, since even thinking a little 
caused him to wince pain. And it was a good thing, or else he'd probably put two and two together, possibly 
coming up with something with Izzy. When Vicki got back, he swallowed the pills with some water. "And what 
happened again?" Questioned another manager who came back with them. "Something fell on him, a statue. With 
a helmet! " Vicki answered worriedly. "That statue over therell" exclaimed the man pointing at it. The statue 
still lay on ground. "Yes", answered Duff. "Let me get you to see a doctor baby," Axl said softly, caressing 
Slash on his shoulder. 


Hospital 


HOSPITAL 


Later, at hospital, Axl, Duff, and Vicki stood by Slash's bedside. Steven and Izzy were missing. Axl leaned down 
to kiss Slash. 

The doctor came back in. "Well, with just a few stitches, and after all the swelling is gone, he should be good as 
new." The doctor said cheerfully. 


The aspirin had had no affect on Slash's pain, but the doctors had given him some prescription strength pain 
reliever, cleaned and sterilized his wound, bandaged it up, and placed on an ice pack. This had tremendously 


decreased his pain and swelling. Though it still hurt, and he didn't want to move his head much yet. 


Axl gently caressed Slash's face. "How long?" Axl asked the doctor, his concern showing in his face."Oh, a day, 
two at the most:" replied the doctor. "He just needs monitoring and lots of rest now. We will start stitching him 


in matter of hours." 


Back at the run down mostly abandoned 2-story building they called home. 


Izzy rummaged through Slash's room. Slash had forgotten to lock it on his way out, which was not too unusual. 


Izzy had a hunch, he was hot on his trail, surely he was going to find something. 


Izzy had decided he'd check up on Slash in hospital later. He didn't want to harm Slash too much, but just let 
him know that harming Axl wasn't going to be done easily on his watch. He hoped Slash would be ok, and would 
recover fully. But for now, Izzy wanted to find the what he'd come looking for. The smoking gun, if there was 


any here. If not here, Izzy knew of other places to look. 


Later, they were joined at the hospital by Steven. It was then very noticeable that Izzy hadn't showed up. 
"Where's |zz?" Inquired Steven. "I'm sure he'll get here,” answered Vicki. "He's not going to like this." She added. 
Then she remembered how Izzy and Slash had fought earlier. But she wisely decided not to mention it now, and 


trouble Slash any further. 


Everyone trickled out after midnight, except Axl. He placed a pillow behind his back in his chair, making himself 
comfortable. He'd be there all night, and as long as he needed to. Axl was caring and loyal like that. Axl watched 
Slash sleep. Axl now had time to replay the evening's strange events in his head. Axl squinted as he sank 


deeper into thought, troubled What WAS Izzy trying to do, and WHY? He wondered. It was like some absurd 


nightmare. For a moment, it looked like Izzy really wanted to hurt Slash. and hurt him bad. But why? It couldn't 
be from jealousy, Izzy knew very well that Slash was banging Axl. It was all well between them. In fact, Izzy 
had another primary love interest in his life. A stripper he'd met. As for as Axl was concerned, their love life 


was only casual sex, but they were the best of friends. 


So what had driven Izzy to do this? It wasn't like Izzy would do this to Slash without a very significant reason. 
And why did he pick right then to assault Slash? Didn't it almost appear Izzy was possibly trying to protect 
HIM from Slash???? What gives? And Slash had been acting very strangely lately..what about that? No, Axl 
had to stop it right there. He wouldn't allow his mind pursue this issue any further. His mind was going off into 
really scary places. Sometimes he overthought things too much,he realized, and right now was one of those 
times. His thoughts were becoming utter nonsense. 


He decided he'd wait to ask Izzy directly. Maybe Slash had slept with his girlfriendMaybe Izzy had gotten a 
hold of some horrible drug concoctionand was suffering delusions. Had to be some rational explanation. And at 


that, Axl himself drifted off into sleep. 


However, Slash's sleep was not so peaceful. Something was awry. Then, he remembered there was something 
he needed to do, he was trying to accomplish something right when all this happened. But what? In his dream, 
he saw himself being chased again This time, it wasn't the sun. But whatever it was, it was hot like the sun, 
but it wasn't the sun. He even heard the footsteps. He ran, and ran, then suddenly it seemed there was no 
more oxygen Slash stopped, out of breath, hoping the ‘thing’, monster, or whatever was chasing him would 
stop too. But it didn't. It quietly approached closer behind him. He couldn't move without air, and his muscles 
spasmed from lack of oxygen "Slash, Slash..." somebody called softly in the distance. The thing still approached, 
and everything got hotter. Slash sweated profusely in this dream, this nightmare. He felt pure dread. But just 
as the hot breathe of his pursuer had reached him, and ‘it was about to devour him, he heard a loud 


"SLASH!" To which he thankfully awakened. 


It was Axl's beautiful concerned face, and immediately he felt relieved. Slash took a very deep, long breath. He 
reached and touched Axl's face to be sure it was real. "Boy, you were really out! They are about to take you 
for your stitches honey, we've been trying to wake you for half an hour!" 


But Axl noticed the relief in Slash's eyes, so glad he was there, that tears started to form. "Oh baby, didn't 
you sleep well?" Axl asked softly. But Slash couldn't respond, he was choking with emotion. Axl took his hand, 
and kissed it. "Its ok, im here baby. I'll never leave you." Axl comforted him, and kissed his hand again. Then Axl 
leaned further down, their lips met. Slash let Axl totally dominate this kiss, with his mouth open to allow his 
tongue in. 


"Finally got him awake." The surgeon suddenly announced behind Axl. Axl held up a hand without stopping the 


kiss, to signal they needed another minute to the doctor. He kissed Slash deeply, tenderly, and Slash rubbed 
Axl's face. Axl was his best medicine. Slash was sure he no longer felt the pain in his head, and he didn't feel 
alone and dreadful anymore. That's when Axl stopped kissing him, as if he knew the job was done. 


"Your the best Axl" Slash managed. "I'm here for you. Always." Axl resplied. At that, the surgeon came back in, 
walked to Slash's bed, unlocked the wheels, and rolled him away. Axl had to wait in the waiting room, while Slash 


underwent minor surgery on his scalp. 


RECOVERY, SOMETHING SPECIAL 
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GRECOVERY, Something Special 


Everything went fine with the stitches. And then Slash was allowed to heal up and rest for a day. Axl had 
stayed by his side. 

As The Docter stated, Slash was released after 2 days. Before releasing him, they gave him pain reliever, 
checked on his stitches, and rubbed them down with ointment. Slash was given more pain reliever and some 


anti-itch ointment to take with him. 
Except for the frequent itching of his healing scalp, he was fine. 


When they got back, they were greeted by Duff, Steven, Vicky. Everyone had come to welcome his released.. 
everyone but Izzy. This was troubling for both Axl and Slash separately. Apparently the people who greeted 
them had made a special dinner for Slash's return, and the combo of Vicky's and Duffs( the part time chef) 
cooking, the meal was bound to be awesome. And It was. But Axl had further plans for this night. He'd already 
called and told Erin this was Slash's night, not to bother them. As Slash showered after the meal, Axl readied 
the room. Axl had showered beforehand, and changed into new clothesHe sprayed on some of Erin's rose 


scented perfume. 


Then Axl reached into bathroom, and removed Slash's drying towel. Slash typically took long showers, and 
especially today, with him feeling drained. Axl patiently waited. When the water went off, he listened as Slash 
searched for his towel. "Axl, can you bring me a towel?" Slash requested. "Come here." Axl responded. Slash 
came out bathroom completely naked, and wet. His curls still dripping. Axl sat on the bed, savoring the view, 
not being the least bit discreet. Slash observed the candles in the dimly lit room, and the roses all over the 
bed and floor. Slowly Axl got up, grabbed the towel, and approached Slash. When Slash reached for the towel, 
Axl prevented him from taking it. Axl took the towel, and began to dry Slash off, starting with his neck. Axl 
circled Slash as he dried him, taking the towel lower and lower, and paying special attention to Slash's cock 


"Ahhh." Moaned Slash. 


"Lay down" Axl ordered after he'd dried Slash most of the way. But Slash sat up on the bed. Axl placed the 
towel on the dresser, then came and stood over of Slash. Axl placed his hands on Slash's shoulders, pressing 


him back, making him lay flat. "Hon, as much as | want this, and God knows | WANT this, this probably isn't the 


best time now. | shouldn't disturb my scalp babe. Besides | can't really focus now. " Said Slash. "Don't worry, 
just relax baby. I'll do everything."Axl assured him. Axl took something from a drawer, then returned, and 
crawled over Slash. "Just be still" Axl directed. Then he tied both Slash's hands together, then tied them again 
above his head to a bed post. "OMG Axl, you're so seductive," remarked Slash.(The bed posts were permanently 
attached to the floor, and very sturdy.) 


After Axl had tied Slash securely, Axl stood up. He took two glasses he had on the dresser, and filled them 
with champagne. “Baby, my head still hurts." complained Slash. "I'll make it all go away," promised Axl, then gave 


him a smile. Axl started some soothing music. 


Axl offered him his champagre. Slash lifted his head, took a sip. Axl gave him a kiss, drank the rest then put 
the glass back down. 


Axl stood above Slash on the bed, fully clothed Axl was wearing a tight black T-shirt, with gold symbols, and 
tight jeans. These clothes revealed the contours and curves of his body, with part of his belly and belly button 
exposed. He stood, letting Slash take in the view. He criss crossed his arms over his chest to embrace himself, 
holding each shoulder. He looked so vulnerable, and kind of effeminate. Axl then began groping and feeling his 
chest. Slash watched intently. The pain in his head already diminishing. Axl didn't rush, but took his time building 
the mood. After a while Axl closed his eyes in pleasure, as he continued to grope and fondle his chest. His 
breathing deepened now. His breath hitched. Axl's moves became quicker, and more erratic as his arousal grew. 
He poked, prodded, and pinched the sensitive areas of his chest. Axl whimpered. Axl began to moan. His sounds 
were aphrodisiacal. Slash watched in amazement, with his jaw dropped. By now his dick was rock hard. Axl 
slowly moved down on his body, groaning deeply, it was as if he were making love to himself. "HOWLY FUCK!" 
Cried out Slash, yanking at his arm restraints. The pain on his head well forgotten. Slash would take care of 


matters. 


The hall 


Steven's room was the closest to Axl's. He overheard Axl ‘s breath hitch as he passed by heading to his room 
where a girl was waiting. Steven paused, for some reason this made him quietly giggle to himself. Steven 
contemplated banging at the door to startle them. He continued further, and opened the door to Slash's room, 
just to make sure it was empty. ‘So horny nymph Axl couldn't wait a few days for Slash to get better 
Steven thought amusingly to himself. ‘And people say | am the horny one?? Steven thought. 


Axl's room 
Axl patted gently over his private areas, turned and slapt his robust ass cheeks in Slash's face, and patted 


down his sexy thighs. Slash was beginning to drool. Slowly Axl hands made their way back up himself, and he 
began to remove his shirt, lifting it up over his head, exposing his smooth, naked chest. His skin was 


unbelievably smooth, silky and flawless. Slash wanted to touch it, to feel it. It didn't look real. HE didn't look reall 
Slash focused harder on semi naked Axl, lifting his head up through his bound arms. Eying Slash naughtily with 
his seductive eyes, Axl rotated his head back, and shook the bandana out of his hair. Then lifted his head back 


up, allowing his long, freed soft tresses to cascade beautifully around his gorgeous, enticing face, and shoulders. 


Slash marveled at the half naked, Drop -dead -Gorgeous Axl; with his perfect, smooth chest exposed, his tight 
sexy nipples with gold rings stuck through them, his wrist bracelets. Slash had never seen anything so damn 
gorgeous and downright SEXY in his life. He was sure he was dying, but in a good way. Axl's beauty inspired 


aggression, yet was classy. Slash was captivated with awe. 


Slash silently wished he'd get hit in the head more often now, if THIS was the reward! Slash eyes hungrily 
examined Axl, from head to toe. Axl combined the best of masculine and feminine. Axl was small boned , and 
shapely. His triangular chest was tight, toned, slightly muscular, narrowed down into his waist line, which fanned 
back out smoothly and curvy, curvier than most guys' waists. Axl had a slight hour glass shape. But his 
stomach was perfectly flat, firm and fit. Slash's eyes got stuck on his belly button. Axl wasn't just perfect. He 
was STUNNING. More gorgeous than any girl he'd laid his eyes on, and Slash had seen many top notch scale 10 
girls. Axl even had sexy fashion sense. It almost didn't seem fair. He'd never desired anyone like this. Axl was a 
sex magnet. Slash wanted to totally violate him. Dominate him, make him his bitch. Period. Slash eyes had a 


dreamy look in them. 


Slash craved for Axl to get more naked. Then he noticed Axl focusing on him, with his magnetic, dreamy EYES! 
Axl was still panting as he lifted his fingers to his mouth and sucked on them, keeping eye contact with Slash. 
His plump lips were naturally reddish in color, like he was born with lipstick. Slash could easily see those sexy 
lips move around his fingers. The dimly lit room and flickering lights only accentuated this. As beautiful as Axl's 
body was; his face, 0 his paralyzing, IR-RE-SISTIBLE FACE! "Oh, AXL," cried out Slash helplessly, wrestling 
harder with his hand restraints. Slash's needy, rock hard dick stood at attention. 


The Kitchen 

Duff had stayed behind everyone in the kitchen, in order to put things away. He had made them a crème pie, 
stuffed crab, to go with Vicki's pasta salad, vegetable lasagna, and Steven made biscuits n gravy. They left the 
storage to Duff, knowing he could do it best. Also it was Duff's turn to do the dishes. It was quite late when 
Duff heard the footsteps of Izzy downstairs when he returned. "Want some food?" He called out to Izzy. But no 
reply came. He heard him take a seat on one of the sofas in the downstairs lobby. Maybe Izzy hadn't heard 
him? Maybe Izzy had already eaten? 


Axl released his fingertips one by one, then teased his naked chest with his wet fingers, in circular motions, 
moaning louder now. "Uh!" he repeated, teasing his sexy nipple's rings, and moving more aggressively. Axl made 
sounds,as if he were being ravished by someone. The same sounds he'd later make in ‘Welcome to the Jungle’ 


Axl shut his eyes again, moaning deeply with pleasure. 


"Get here NOW, BRUTAL, SEXY THING!" ordered Slash, hoping Axl also noticed his neglected, aching, twitching 


cock. 


Axl moved closer to him, placed his hands on his hips, traced his lips with his tongue, and slowly gyrated his 
hips. "Ah!" Slash gasped. Axl stopped, gritted his teeth, and pressed his hand down on his hard cock (still 
covered by his pants), and began twirling his hips again. Unearthly sounds escaped him. And for mercies sakes, 
how Axl could work his lucious hips! Then Axl put both hands behind his head, drawing complete attention to 
his gyrating, bodacious hips. 


Slash's jaw had dropped and he drooled heavily. He was spell bound. Slash was speechless. This was totally 
brutal. Finally, "OMG,0MG, 0MG,0MG, OMG" was all that Slash managed over and over, as he drooled 
uncontrollably. He was starting to get a different type of headache now. Unable to punish Axl, Slash stuck out 
his tongue in hungry motions and tongue gestures at Axl. Then, "Axl, untie me, NOW!" Slash ordered 
dangerously, feeling the pain in his aching cock. Slash was a sweaty mess, wrestling against his restraints, 
damaging the bed post as he was being tortured by Axl, who was sweating pretty heavily himself by now. 


Slash struggled unsuccessfully until he no longer could. Axl had restrained him well. 


He'd make Axl PAY for all this ... TORTURE! Axl's screams would be heard the next town over. He'd chase him 


forceful, solid, burning pain on his scalp like he never had felt before, before passing out. WTF!!! Damn statuelll 


Slash was hyperventilating, but this time, for different reasons! His memories were returning of his head 
injury and his MISSED opportunity! His color reddened a bit, as anger began to swell in him. All that wasted 
effort, all that money spent, for nothing! He thought. Then he remembered how the supplier even risked 
arrest! Axl came over to him, feeling he had tortured him enough. He sat on Slash legs, straddling his thighs. 
Looking into Axl's exotic, almond shaped eyes, calmed his anger. It was like therapy. 


But Axl was attempting to read Slash. He had noticed that faraway look in Slash eyes, tainted with anger. Slash 
noticed Axl trying to read his mind. "Baby | love you," said Slash, meaning this, but also hoping to change the 
subject. Slash wanted to violate Axl, starting with his thighs. "What's wrong?"questioned Axl. "Please untie me 
baby". Slash continued. "No. " Said Axl finally, "remember your head?" Slash had to laugh. Yes, he had 
COMPLETELY forgotten about that. Axl was right all along. And after seeing that Slash was pain free now, Axl 
snickered a bit too. He knew itd work. "Unzip your pants Axl." Commanded Slash in a low, lustful, dangerous 
voice. "Not today," answered Axl. But he placed his hands firmly around Slash's cock and his thumb on the 
sensitive head, which was already wet with precum. "Oh Godl" moaned Slash, relieved to be touched. Axl 
massaged and kissed the tip. Slash began bucking his hips up into Axl, straining against his restraints again. Axl 
rather enjoyed this uninterruptable foreplay; and it was sexy making Slash go crazy. But enough was enough 


today, he decided, especially considering Slash's head injury. "Oh God Axl! I'm going to cum all over you, | 


promise!" promised Slash. 


At this, Axl released his cock, not wanting him to cum yet. He flopped forward and spread himself on top of 
Slash, and their mouths met. Slash could barely kiss back though, still breathless with pure lust. His kisses 
were rough and quick, as he needed to breathe. And as much as he wanted to, he couldn't even touch Axl, as 
the restraints reminded him. This made the kiss awkward and very difficult, with his head in unmovable 
position, him breathless, and unable to get a hold of Axl's face. His neck was getting tired of straining to hold 
his head up through his restrained arms. This was real TORTURE. Ax! was too fucking brilliant! 


"I told you, rest your head, and I'll do everything." Axl reminded him, then went back in for a kiss. Omg! thought 
Slash, | am really, really going to PUNISH him for this! What a NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY TEASING BITCH, he 
thought! But for now, Slash obeyed, and rested his head back down on the pillow. His eyes focused dangerously 
on Axl. If it were possible to rape Axl with his eyes, he would have. ‘He's underestimating me: Thought Slash. 
Slash's eyes outlined the extreme beauty of Axl's pretty, picturesque face and deep hypnotic eyes. Flawless 
skin, beautiful cheekbones, dreamy, deep penetrating eyes. So close, so perfect, too perfect, as he sucked on 
Slash's bottom lip. They could make a doll on Axl, and it'd be the prettiest doll ever made. Slash wondered if Axl 
ever realized how beautiful he was. Didn't he wonder why he drove both women and men wild for him? Axl 
placed his hands on Slash's shoulders, then moved his face down Slash's neck to his chest, licking, biting, teasing 
his nipples and chest. Then Axl suckled his nipples, Axls soft hair trailed all over Slash face and chest,teasing 
him. 


Slash moaned loudly, not caring if anyone heard. He'd never felt so good. "Oh yes, Axl!" he exclaimed again in 
great pleasure and relief. Slash was left to stare up at the ceiling in a sexual bliss. Without Axl's hypnotic eyes 
to gaze at, his mind began working again. Schemes came into his mind. Little did Axl realize what Slash really 
had planned. If he had, perhaps he'd not tease Slash so. Slash’d make him his forever. He had to. Ooooh, he'd 
punish Axl all right. Slash had to hold back a sudden urge to laugh. Then the thought of his plan sent a 
mischievous smirk onto Slash's face, all unbeknownst to Axl. Yes, he'd pay all right, he assured himself. ‘Ax 
deserves it thought Slash. The Cheshire grin spread across Slash's face. 


DISCOVERY 
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DISCOVERY 


In the following Days, Slash was left to recover in his room. Slash's pain had returned in absence of Axl. But at 
least Slash knew this pain was healing pain. The pain was splitting and exhausting, and then there was that 
crazy itch! Slash had to rely on his pain medication to lessen the painand put him out of misery through sleep. 
The ointment was applied as often as needed to lessen his itch. But it was very tempting to scratch! Slash was 
bed ridden for better than a week. 

And things were getting busier with the band. 


Nobody bothered him, saving Axl to periodically check on him, sometimes bringing him something to eat. Axl 
brought him fresh sheets as well, and left them on his chair. Slash was usually asleep when Axl came by. 
Slash spent his days in deep slumber, undisturbed, not wasted, and healing up quickly, thanks to the extra help 
he had gotten initially, and continued to get from Axl. Some of his pain medication had a strong dozing effect. 
But It was sort of like a sleep vacation. The sleeping was pleasant, he escaped his physical discomfort, and all 
his worries in blissful slumber. At least at first. 


Slash took his medicine faithfully, and the pain lessened throughout the days. Even his itch was finally on the 
decline as he applied the ointment. He checked on his scalp from time to time. The stitches were indeed healing 
at around the 4th day,the surgical cut was slowly losing its fresh cut look. But his scalp was still delicate He 
wanted the cut to completely disappear. 


Though enjoying his break from any duties, and being catered to, Slash began to miss Axl. Axl only stopped in 
briefly to leave him food, or poke his head in to check on him. He even managed to bring slash a case of 
bottled water once. Which helped greatly, Slash didn't care much for the taste of the water from his 
bathroom sink. And the fresh water helped soothe some stomach issues with the withdrawal symptoms. Slash 
could swear he felt Axl's warm kiss sometimes on his forehead in his dreams. Many times Slash would be 
asleep, and only realize Axl had been there after he had shut the door behind him. The room even had an 
inviting warmth that lingered temporarily from Axl's presence. Sometimes Axl would leave a rose behind on 


Slash's chest. 


But things weren't all cookies and cream,as Slash soon found out. Sometimes Slash suffered nightmares. And 
with the strong dozing effects of the medication, the nightmares seemed to last, he couldn't just wake up. Also 
with his medication, no alcohol was permitted. Slash was starting to experience some withdrawal symptoms. 
This made him more and more miserable. And somehere in the back of slash's mind was the unnerving 


thought, this was the calm before the storm. 


Slash sat watching out the window one day to see Axl off, as they all crammed in Vicky's car, to head out for 
another day of band business. But this day they lingered outside the car. Slash missed Axl's presence, he 
needed to see him. Just looking at him would suffice. Life seemed to go on without him for the rest of the 
band, and the world. Slash wondered what he was missing out on. He sat in the window, lonely with his itching 
scalp that he couldn't scratch, and feeling drowsy. The withdrawal made him feel like he needed to puke. The 
sky was very blue, and birds flew byln the distance, a tree swayed with the wind. It was a lovely day out. 
Steven was carrying their beach gear and beer, and put them in the trunk. They were going to the beach 


later. 


He knew the band were invited to be extras in a movie soon. Exactly when was not clear. A part had been 
saved for Slash, BEFORE the injury occurred that is. Now he didn't know where he stood with that. There was 
also a particular guitar riff for a new song they created that the band was debating on. Slash usually wrote 
the main riffs, but this time Izzy had come up with a competing riff. This really worried Slash. Slash knew Izzy 
had intentionally come up with that riff. Izzy had been been giving Slash sinister looks even during rehearsals. 
Slash knew he was growing jealous of his and Axl's chemistry. 


Nobody could decide who's guitar riff was better, it was really a toss up. Slash even had to secretly admit 
this to himself, begrudginglylzzy had surprised everyone. Sometimes Slash experienced nightmares about this. 
Then came his head injury. He was now out of the picture, and didn't know the latest on band business. Slash's 
lonely guitar sat pitifully unattended in a corner of his room. It seemed as if the guitar itself was sad to be 
stuck here in the room, like it was being punished. It wasn't fair. If a guitar could speak, he surely would've 
heard it complaining. He suddenly became very sad for himself, and his guitar. He needed to get better soon He 
needed his lovely Axl's presence in his life, and the band. 


Though he intended to see Axl off for the day, Axl always brightened his day, it was Izzy his eyes were 
unwillingly drawn to. It was subconscious. Izzy didn't do anything outwardly unusual. Everyone was standing 
around the car chilling. Duff held his bottle of Vodka high with pride. Slash swallowed. Axl was standing by the 
passenger side back seat. The breeze blew his long hair about beautifully as he conversated, his sexy robust 
lips, and sultry, piercing eyes noticeable even from that distance. He looked like a gorgeous model. GORG-E-OUS 
as usual, Slash sighed. Izzy was opposite Axl, near the drivers side back seat, holding his encased bass. All 
doors to the car were wide open. Vicki was the driver, so she stood by the drivers door. Steven was going to 
ride in back with Axl and Izzy, and Duff was going to ride in front passenger seat. From all appearances, 
especially since they were leaving early, it looked like they had an important engagement, perhaps they were 


playing for more producers? Slash suddenly felt jealous. 


They were all hanging around outside the car, perhaps letting car cool out, as it was very hot that day. Axl 
was smoking, then discarded the butt before climbing in. Izzy reached into the back seat, holding something in 
his hand, Slash couldn't see what he was doing, but it looked like he'd tried to hand Axl something. Apparently 
Axl didn't want to be bothered with anything right then. But then Izzy stood up, almost looked in Slash 
direction, then headed to the trunk of the car. He and Duff stood talking for several minutes behind the open 
trunk. Before long, they closed the trunk, and strangely Izzy was still holding onto his bass, as he returned to 
the drivers side back seat . (That alone was strange, why hadn't Izzy placed his bass in the trunk, like usual?) 
No one else seemed to be noticing Izzy's behavior. Izzy stood for a while in the open door of back seat. He was 


calmly smoking over the hood and observing the scene around him as the breeze blew. 


Everyone else was in the car, waiting for him patiently. But its like Izzy was trying to tell Slash something, in 
his posture and gesture. Izzy never even looked up at the window, but somehow Slash knew from his posture 
Izzy knew he was there. Like he was watching him with a pair of unseen eyes. Its not like Slash was hiding 
though. He was in open view of his window, with the lights out (it was daytime). However, his window itself was 
kind of hidden behind another part of the run down 2 story building. Nobody else had seen Slash. But Izzy's 
stance and demeanor seemed to say, ‘I know you're there. And | have unfinished business with you’ Why was it 


that Izzy always seemed to prefer these subtle modes of communication? And why was he suddenly so moody 


with him. Then Izzy climbed into the back seat. They took off. 


One time, a few days later, Slash had awoke to the sound of Izzy kissing Axl outside his door. He listened 
intently, just to be sure. Before long, AXI moaned, then Izzy whispered something naughty to him. Axl gasped. 
Izzy was said to be a good kisser, even Axl had confirmed this. It sounded like Izzy had pressed Axl against 
Slash's door. And it wasn't an accident. ‘That SOB lzzy!, thought Slash drowsily!!! That's when Slash noticed a 
rose on his chest! Izzy must've caught Axl as he was going out of his room! Visiting him! Even in his drowsy 
state, Slash sat up, trying to collect himself. Not yet sure what he would do, but he surely would disrupt this. 
Then he heard them proceed down the hallway, Izzy leading Axl into his room. Izzy periodically slept with Axl. 
Slash didn't know exactly why this time bothered him so much now. But he desperately wanted to punch Izzy's 
lights out. But instead the withdrawal symptoms forced him to run for the bathroom! Sitting up had made it 
come quicker. He puked violently into the toilet! Afterwards, Slash needed to lay back down, his stomach was 
still churning. Slash didn't want to hear the rest of the going's on between Axl and Izzy, he was happy to doze 
off again. 


Another time, Slash had been awake in his room, sitting on his bed about to take another dose of medication. 
He'd just filled his glass with water in his bathroom, and sat down. It was then he heard the familiar, quiet 
movements of lzzy walking down the hall, after leaving out of his room. Slash could tell Izzy was wearing his 
long jacket by the quiet, swishing sound it made, as he walked along. But then, he paused in front of Slash's 


door. Slash swallowed his medicine, then looked around at the door, expecting a knock or something. Somehow he 


could feel Izzy's anger through the door. Almost like it was heat. Slash began to get a really eerie feeling. It 


nearly seemed as if Izzy could somehow see him through the door. 


Izzy finally walked on at hearing him take his medication, as if in pity. Izzy continued down the hall, with quick 
steps. He heard Izzy walk down the steps, through the lobby, and SLAM the front door! The really eerie part 


was, only Slash was there at that time. No doubt this slam was aimed at him. 


Though Slash kept his door locked (only Axl had a key to his knowledge)sometimes Slash had the creepy 


suspicion that Izzy was in his room at times, while he slept. He could feel his presence. 


Slash stayed awake for a couple hours unable to sleep, troubled by all this, by everything. But Slash eventually 
fell into deep sleep again. 


His dreams were troubled. This time things were blurry. He was laying on his back. A blurry figure stood 
above him, it was almost familiar somehow. But it was too blurry to really identify. But in this dream, the 
figure wasn't hot like the sun. But suddenly the figure lifted and object high above its head, and tried bringing 
it back down with great force. Only this time Slash kicked, batted, and punched at it, fighting for his life and 
preventing the damage it was trying to inflict. The figure relented a little, then came back He fought and kicked 
back as hard as he could, but for some odd reason his back seemed glued to the floor. Slash was unable to get 
up. The figure smirked, seeming to sense his vulnerability, raised the object again, and began raining hits down 


on him again! 


He could tell it would tear him apart, if given half the chance. Slash fought and fought, at times winning, at 
times losing, and then, as he was too tired to fight, the figure continued to rain hits on him relentlessly, 
growing more confident in his weakness. Just as Slash was about to give up, and let it bash him to pieces, he 
was jolted awake. It was an irritated Duff standing in his door, irritated but also concerned. Slash was breaking 
a deep sweet, and panting hard. "Are you ok?" Asked Duff turning the light on. "I, | had a bad dream." Slash 
answered. Just then, Izzy appeared behind Duff's back, peeking in at Slash. Duff hadn't noticed him behind him. 


"Is your head feeling any better?" Duff Asked Slash. "Uhm, well, YEAH, yeah it is." Said Slash laying his head 


back down. 


"Well Jesus, you've been tossing and turning, yelling unintelligible things for hours. We thought you were having 
a reaction tyo the medication! Jesus Slash, you been out cold for two days straight! No one could wake youlWe 
were just about to take you back to the damn hospital, we were really that worried! " Continued Duff. Izzy 
seemed to be analyzing Slash's condition Then he moved on silently. Slash suddenly remembered how angry Izzy 
had seemed before, how he slammed the door, and it was he who he had seen last before drifting off into 


deep sleep. Slash began to wonder if his dreams, his nightmares and all, were somehow linked to Izzy. 


Duff noticed the troubled expressions on Slash's face. Duff came in the room now, and leaned against the wall. 


He folded his arms. "What is it Slash? What's troubling you." He inquired. But Slash didn't answer immediately. 
Slash was deep in thought. 


‘But that's an absurd and paranoid thing to think of Izzy, right? Slash thought to himself. ‘Izzy has always 
been mysterious, creepy, and confusing at times to read’. And Izzy has no reason to be so angry, right? Had to 
be the strong medication making Slash paranoid, perhaps even hallucinate about Izzy. Didn't help his sanity that 
he was also suffering from withdrawals. ‘Izzy was just being typical Izzy’ He told himself, then he relaxed a 
little. He cleared his throat. "Uhm, no. Everything is fine. | was just knocked out. Catching up on sleep | suppose." 
Slash answered, not looking directly at Duff. Steven peeked around curiously at Slash. When Duff noticed him, 


Steven asked, "Is he ok?" 


But Duff ignored him, and turned his attention back to Slash. "Yeah, well that's what you been doing for the 
last 10 days Slash! " Duff retorted, "And, well its all a bit troubling, considering your recent head injury and all. 
Don't you think so?" Duff asked. Slash nodded. "Stay awake Slash. If you fall back to sleep again, next time you 
are going to wake up in the emergency room. That's a promise." Slash didn't respond. Duff stood up and left 
out of the room, leaving Slash's door ajar. Slash could hear some people talking in the hallway. They were 
whispering, so Slash couldn't discern the voices. "He's awake?" someone asked. "Yeah, now he is." Answered Duff 
in his normal tone. "What happened to him?" Another voice whispered. "I don't know. He doesn't know." Answered 
Duff. "probably nothing." He concluded. A long pause. "He should go back to the hospital," another voice insisted. 
"He will, for sure if he goes back to sleep again," said Duff, as he and the voices grew fainter down the 


hallway. 


Slash couldn't go back to sleep. He wouldn't go back to sleep. They needn't worry. What was happening lately??! 
He wouldn't sleep now even if something hit him again on the head! While Slash no longer suspected Izzy, he 


decided to watch him more closely now. 


But Slash didn't have to watch Izzy, nor did he even get much a chance. Izzy was way ahead of the game, 
again. The next day, Slash was no longer on his medication. Feeling much better, Slash got up and showered, 
shaved himself, got dressed, and planned on joining the guys for studio rehearsal. He went over some guitar 
notes he was writing, practiced a riff he wanted to show them, then he felt hungry. He decided to visit the 
kitchen for some breakfast. Maybe Duff had brought by some goodies again. Slash had smelled something 
really good earlier. But upon opening the door and exiting his room , he ran right smack into Izzy! Again, Izzy 
was as solid and fixed as a stone statue. Slash didn't understand how Izzy did that. Slash was still a bit weak 
from being sick. It was clear Izzy had been waiting for him outside his door, hunting him. "Izzy you damn 


CREEP!" Hollered Slash, for some reason Slash had an indescribable urge to hit Izzy. 


"Too late for breakfast now. How are you getting on Slash," Izzy said coldly, sarcastically, his eyes telling there 
was something more he wanted to say. Somehow Slash knew, if he hit Izzy now, things wouldn't end in his 


favor. Physically, or otherwise. "Just fine if you'd stop creeping around and stalking mell" Said Slash, his voice 


rising. Izzy's eyes widened a bit, then went back cold. Slash attempted to go around Izzy. 


"Wanna explain this?" Izzy said,stopping him with opening his jacket, so Slash could see the leftover packages of 


equipments! Slash jumped back, as if hit by a boulder. He stumbled down onto his bed, then to the floor as his 
weakened legs had collapsed beneath him. He was stunned stiff. How could he have been so stupid! Izzy just 
gave him a sinister, knowing look. This was worse, far worse than if Izzy had physically hit him, though if 
anyone looked in now, that's what they'd assume. Slash stared back speechless in horrified disbelief. His mouth 
hanging in horror at the betrayal and discovery. Izzy smirked, then silently walked off. Leaving him with his 
thoughts. 


Slash was in turmoil. Izzy couldn't just walk off! Not now! Slash pulled at his curls wrecklessly. ‘NO WAY, NO 
FUCKING WAY COULD IZZY KNOWIII| WHO TIPPED HM OFF??? HOW DID HE FIND OUT??IHOW COULD HE KNOW 
WHERE SLASH HAD HIDDEN HIS POWDERS?!! AND WASN'T HIS DOOR ALWAYS LOCKED?? COULDN'T SLASH TRUST 
HIS SUPPLIER? SNEAKY SNAKE, CREEPY PREDATOR IZZYIHOW COULD IZZY! THIS HAD TO BE A UNREAL, SLASH 
WASN'T AWAKE! To Slash, the room begin to SPIN. Colors began to blend. A thousand questions circled him. He 
shut his eyes. HE WAS STILL SLEEPING! IZZY COULD NOT HAVE FOUND OUT ABOUT HIS POWDER, HIS PLANS! 
THIS WAS JUST ANOTHER NIGHTMAREIIII" Slash experienced so many emotions, from shame, to worry, to guilt, 
fear, rage, and bewilderment. His stomach had a sudden pain so great he wondered if he'd torn something, or 
got an ulcer! Slash had managed to pull out some strands of hair, before he let go. A sudden sense of doom 
came over him, as realization sank in. This could end everything! Even the band! Absolutely Nobody else can 
find out about this!! Izzy can't ruin everything! He just had to stop Izzy, HE HAD TO. But one thing's for sure, 
Slash would NOT be joining in band practice today! 


Later, after everyone was gone, Slash decided he'd burst into Izzy's room. He was seeing red now, literally, 
from pure rage! He'd rummage through anything of Izzy's until he found something; anything, EVERYTHING! 
After all, Izzy was the most secretive of them all, and kept the most secrets! Yet everybody always left 
creepy Izzy alone! Slash would uncover everything, and he'd exploit anything he found! He was shaking with 
rage! He first tried picking Izzy's lock different ways, didn't work. Then he noticed Izzy had placed some 
contraptions on his door. Frustrated, Slash punched, then kicked the door. Still to no avail 


At rehearsal 


"Where's Slash?" Duff asked later during rehearsals, a worried expression on his face. Only Steven and Izzy 


were there. Axl was writing more lyrics next door. "He said he'd come by today," continued Duff. 


Izzy just tuned his instrument. Izzy seemed more content today, as if a weight had been lifted. Steven seemed 


to be in his own world, his eyes closed and all. 


When no one answered, Duff stop playing his bass, and repeated the question in a clear yell. "WHERE IS 
SLASHII" Duff yelled, this time spraying spittle. 


"He sure better not be sleeping again," commented Steven drowsily. At this thought, Duff took off his bass 
angrily, Ready to go looking for Slash. 


"Don't worry.. he's not sleeping." Izzy said calmly, " | imagine Slash has got some DE-MONS to face. I'd leave 
him be if | were you. " Izzy continued, emphasizing the word demons. "What demons? What's he done?" Inquired 


Duff. 
"Ask Slash" Said Izzy, and he begin playing his instrument. 


AFTERMATH 
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AFTERMATH 


Slash was determined to raid Izzy's room. And he refused to let a few minor setbacks stop him. Slash kicked 
and abused the doorknob, hoping to knock it offSlash tried sliding a thin piece of metal into the crack where 
the door opened hopefully loosening the contraptions and forcing door to open. Door didn't budge. What had Izy 
done? Plastered it in metal? Thought Slash. 


Slash didn't have anything fancy like an axe handy, so he had to rely on brute force. 
Then Slash kicked, ran back and kick, then jumped up and kicked at Izzy's door, karate style. The door seemed to 


loosen a bit, as Slash heard something fall in the room. Maybe a part of Izzy's door contraption? Hopefully so. 
It's a good thing Slash was alone, otherwise it might sounded like Armageddon in there. 

Slash took a moment to gather his breath and strength, then he moved back several paces. He focused, then 
ran full speed at the door, slamming all his weight against it. It made a funny sound, something in the room. 
Slash tried this several more times, but nothing happened. Izzy had secured things very well. 

"Fine." thought Slash. ‘He can't secure everything so well.” 

Once he saw that Izzy had secured his door so well, he couldn't even knock it off the hinges; he decided to go 
find a ladder. He'd get in through the window. 

Slash went rummaging and pillaging through the storage rooms for a ladder. Then he tried the basement. 
Unfortunately, the lighting wasn't strong in these areas. He hadn't even finished halfway, when he realized he 
was ravenous with hunger. Even his muscles were starting to ache, from hunger. So strong was his rage, it 
had made him forget temporarily, he hadn't eaten in days! 

But now his hunger came back with a vengeance. Slash searched through the fridge. He only saw a cinnabon 


marked ‘STEVEN'. Slash ravaged it in less than 3 bites. He'd pay Steven back later. 


Slash needed to go find something to eat. Maybe he could go dumpster diving for grocery? He'd steal if he had 


to. In his fit of rage, and intense hunger, that seemed like a reasonable option. So he left the building, for the 
first time in nearly two weeks. Ahhh, it felt good to be out in the air again. It was night time and very dark 
out. But Slash couldn't care less. 


There wasn't much lighting around their building. This wasn't necessarily bad though, as it drew less attention 
It sat among abandoned houses and other small derelict buildings. It would be hard for anyone not familiar with 
area to know which ones were inhabited. This also helped the band avoid the cops, whenever they needed to. 
Soon the band would be back, unless of course they stopped in at one of the bars first. Slash made his way 
out into the dark streets. 


Later that night,after the band had gotten back from a neighborhood bar, Izzy sat in his room's chair, 
watching television. Izzy wasn't really concentrating on it or anything. Too busy thinking, about Slash. They'd 
come back to find Slash had gone through the place like a whirlwind. Izzy had seen some things knocked over in 


his room. He fully expected this. He knew Slash would try to raid his room. 


That's why Izzy had made extra sure he couldn't. Slash still had yet to return back. 


Izzy held the bag of pregnancy powder up in his hand. He examined it. The powder was very consistent, and it 
was composed of an unknown substance to Izzy. The powder crystals glimmered and shined. ‘How is THIS going 
to get any man pregnant?! Thought Izzy amusingly. Maybe he will try to soak these in some water or 
something? See what happens? Maybe he should pay that supplier a visit? He began to wonder if it was even 
legit, or if Slash had been suckered. “But these days.. who knows." Izzy cautiously concluded, this time aloud to 
himself. In any case, he was very relieved he was ‘possibly’ able to avert a tragedy that Slash had planned for 
his dear sweet love Axl, .. and the band. 


In the streets 


Slash had wondered the streets like mad man for more than an hour, soon realizing he really needed this walk, 
to calm some of his rage. But he was growing fainter by the minute. Soon he found a grocery store. Slash had 
been coming down an alleyway, when he noticed the back of the store. He needed to eat something, even if it 
was just a loaf of bread! Maybe he could beg? It was late, about midnight, and it looked like they were closing, 
so the back was open as they discarded the days waste. Slash didn't see them dump any groceries, just bags, 
empty boxes, and other trash. Dumpster diving was nothing new to the members of GNR. Slash was becoming 
delirious as he strained to watch them, hoping they'd just toss out some grocery. It was a smaller, mom and 
pop type store, with little security. Slash lurked around the corner waiting for the right moment, so hungry he 
could taste the acid in his mouth. Slash would probably faint soon if he didn't get something in his stomach. He 
would steal if that was his only option. He didn't even care if he got arrested. 


The clerk who was closing store that night looked fairly young , and there was a middle aged manager type 


man that helped him and it also appeared he doubled as security. They moved about in the opening, precious 
minutes passing, 30 in all, the clerk finally dragging out a huge cart. Thats when the clerk took a quick look 
around, almost as if he sensed or seen something. Slash moved himself back behind the corner. He stayed 
hidden A few minutes later, Slash checked back around. He saw the clerk standing with the middle aged man, 
gesturing out into the darkness. It was obvious he was telling him someone was out there. The middle aged 
man then took a deeper look outside, he shone a flashlight out into the darkness. "Oh shitll" said Slash under his 
breath. He quietly backed back down the alley, until he came to a street. He then maneuvered through a series 
of back streets, until he got tired again. Slash had to catch his breath. Slash's thinking was becoming more 
erratic. Slash waited, but could feel himself becoming dizzy. The ground looked like it was nearer, than far away 


from himHe needed to eat something quickly, anything! 


That's when Slash noticed another small supermarket. He'd never seen this one before, situated on a very 
quiet, back street. He made his way to the store. He looked around for people, then Slash found the back Slash 
located the dumpster. When he looked in, he saw a large rat devouring the last of a loaf of bread! The rat 
hissed at him! Slash jumped back, almost stumbling to the ground. Slash was beginning to see red and white 
flashes in his eyes. Slash remembered noticing a camera up front in the store, but the back wasn't guarded, 
or so it seemed. Hell, what did he really know in this state! But this was do or die! There was another bin, up 
next to the market; this one had some trash, and FOOD! The fenced gate wasn't locked, so Slash pushed the 
gate, and entered the yard. As he got closer to the bin, he noticed some melons in it, and wondered how he 
could eat those with bare hands. But then Slash noticed the back door wasn't locked neither. He opened door, 
peaked in, it was FULL of ALL KINDS OF FOOD! FRESH FOOD! But it was too late, Slash passed out, right next to 
the bin. 


Back at living quarters 


Izzy lay forward on his bed, on his stomach now. Izzy was still wearing his clothes, except for the coat. There 

was actually an engaging show that had come on, "Learning lead Guitar", and Izzy was in full concentration. Then 
Izzy thought he heard someone standing by his door. "Who's there,” Izzy called out. No answer. When he looked 
towards door, he thought he saw a shadow underneath? Izzy got up to go have a look He hesitated, then found 
a stick, in case it was Slash. He waited a few seconds, then opened the door. He looked around, checking well 


both ways, and saw no one. But he was pretty sure someone was there. Izzy went back into his room, and 


back to his show. 


Axl's Room 


Axl sat on edge of his bed, his head down as he twiddled his fingers. When everyone had returned back from 
rehearsals that day , Izzy had announced someone had tried breaking into his room. Only Slash had been there. 
When Duff went into the basement to search for replacement guitar strings, it looked like a whirlwind had gone 
through. Slash was supposed to be here, but he was missing in action Everyone debated whether Slash had 
done these things, or the possibility they were burglarized. But nothing was missing, and only Izzy's door was 


tampered with. That led the guys to conclude, it was probably Slash. But what was he so pissed at Izzy for? 
Izzy knew. 

Axl THOUGHT he knew. Had Slash figured out it was Izzy that caused his injuries? Axl wondered. Axl thought it 
was probably the right time to confront Izzy about what he'd done to Slash with that statue, especially with 
Slash gone now. He didn't want Izzy hurting Slash anymore. He'd gone to Izzy's door, but then Axl changed his 
mind, there was a sinking feeling in his gut that this was a bad idea, esp now. Also he didn't want Izzy making 


him feel guilty for being close with Slash, and Izzy could be very persuasive. In more ways than one. 


Izzy had sorta been confusing Axl. Izzy had been talking to Axl about the two of them getting closer lately. 
Izzy was his dearest friend, the person who maybe understood him better than anyone, they went way back 
to childhood. But their love life had only been casual sex, and experimental sex,nothing really serious. They 
always seemed to get involved with someone else before it reached that point. But lately, Izzy seemed more 
possessive of him, but in a good way. It only made Axl feel cared for. Loved. He felt even more important to 
Izzy now. Izzy's the only one in the world who could even compete with Slash for his love . And Izzy had tried 
to make him feel guilty last time they were together, just a few days ago. He'd caught him as he was coming 
out of Slash's room. Before he could even react, Izzy had already engulfed his lips. Izzy knew all of Axl's hot 
spots, perhaps even better than Slash. They had been lovers longer. It didn't take long for Axl to melt in his 
hands; but noticeably Izzy had pinned him against Slash's door, forcing Slash to overhear Axl's hungry moans. 
Later, Izzy made intense, passionate love to him, demanding he say his name. ( Izzy, who btw, was well 


endowed) 


Even in the band, there was a growing rivalry between Izzy and Slash. What was going on with Izzy and Slash 
lately? Axl knew Izzy was jealous, Slash and he were getting pretty close. Axl loved Slash, he absolutely adored 
him. Even though he hadn't known Slash as long as Izzy; he and Slash had a unique bond. People even noticed 
their chemistry when they performed and remarked about it, they fitted together like a glove. He found 
something in Slash he got from no one else. And their was strong sexual attraction between them. Izzy was 
Axls first experience with another male, but Slash was his first boyfriend. And Axl didn't want Slash hurt 
anymore. But the animosity between Izzy and Slash seemed to be intensifying lately, it was nearly like couldn't 
be near each other . They had once been friends. Others had seemed to miss all this, but Axl saw it all too 
well. And somehow Axl was being put in the middle of their feud. He hoped none of this was HIS fault! He had 
gone back to his room quietly, he wasn't ready to face Izzy yet. Axl sat there thinking on how to handle this. 


Izzy's Room- 

Izzy had gotten back into his "Learning lead Guitar", show. Soon, a series of commercials came on. Izzy sighed. 
One was about a room freshener. Another was for kids cereal. Then another for chocolate. Then this; 

"Did you get your kit yet? Our new and improved male pregnancy test kits! Foresters kits are now safer and 


more convenient for the man daring enough to try pregnancy. Just simpl ... " 


"Urghhl!" complained Izzy, changing the channels. He landed on another channel temporarily. Nothing really 


happening here. But then, 


"Ooh! Looking to surprise that special someone? What could be better, more endearing, than the ultimate bond, 
a new addition to the family!" Izzy watched in horror as they showcased a series of both men and women, 
with these apparently UNISEX pregnancy kits! "Now you can surprise your love. If you get a positive reading, 


you can choose to have it sent to your love via.’ Izzy shut off the television! [He could take NO more! 


He was much too disturbed to even finish the guitar show now. Izzy needed to lay down. Izzy punched his 
pillow. What in the world was going on??? Izzy rarely watched TV, but had it been that long?! Izzy had heard 
rumors, maybe a year or two ago, of confirmed male pregnancies, but he had never given it much thought. 
Seemed bazaar and too far out in left field or in no-mans-land for him to it give second thoughts too. Plus it 
wasn't safe, right? So now they were making pregnancy kits and advertisements and such? For fuck's sakes, 


how much time had passed since he last saw anything about this exactly? 


Had this strange phenomena progressed that far along so soon? Or was it still for the fool hearty, the brave? 
Was it even that successful now? Izzy couldn't imagine losing a loved one like that. Izzy had heard there was a 
meager 20% success rate over a year ago. Some men had even died. And most men weren't trying to get 
pregnant! But now that Izzy remembered, there were even a few STRAIGHT couples trying this madness out! 
Women letting the man be pregnant! With the use of new fertility treatments.Still, this stuff was all new, and 


very much in its initial experimental stages. 


Izzy put his pillow over his head and groaned in agony! So Maybe that's where Slash had gotten his terrible 


head back under his pillow. "I swear that TV stuff is poison! RAT POISON!" Izzy said loudly, but his sound was 
muffled by his pillow. 


Izzy was agonizing about all of this. "Its a crazy world," Izzy thought. He's not even sure when he fell asleep. 


But at some point he did. 


wun 
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The Dumpster 


Slash lay near the bin till morning. Only a few curious rats had noticed him. Slash winced when they sniffed 
him, but remained unconscious. 

The shopkeeper had arrived at about 7 AM. Slash had passed out around 3 Am. The shopkeeper hadn't noticed 
Slash initially. He needed to open the store by 9:30Am, and was busy doing what needed to be done to open. The 
shopkeeper had his son, wife, and a new hire with him. Eventually he needed to unlock the storage room in 


back, in order that they could restock low items and items that had sold out. 


Soon he needed to throw some things into the bin out back. That was when he realized he forgot to lock back 
door, and discovered Slash! There Slash was, lying face up, between the bin and door. The man jumped at first, 
but then calmed. He checked Slash for breathing; he was breathing. The keeper breathed a sigh of relief. Not 
the first time something like this had happened. ‘Just another pitiful beggar, looking in bins for food’, thought 
the man. The shopkeeper debated in his mind what to do. He could call the police as he normally did for 
trespassers, that insured trespassers wouldn't return to do something worse, like break in. But with his pitiful 
condition, that didn't seem proper. This man needed help. However, police could help this trespasser find a 
pantry, shelter, or whatever he needed if he called them for helping the man rather than for the trespassing. 
But something in the shopkeeper's gut told him not to call police. 


He examined Slash closer. Slash lay unconscious, still as statue but for quick breaths. his appearance a 
contradiction. Though he seemed weak, hungry like a beggar, his clothes looked clean and in decent shape. Even 
the curls that sprawled around him didn't look dirty. Perhaps he was an abuse victim? Even in this terrible 
situation, he somehow had an almost.. regal air about him, the keeper noted. It nearly looked as if someone had 
just dumped him here, intending to return. But why here? Had he gotten into some trouble? 

And something was just..different about him. 


The man suddenly noticed his son standing in the doorway, focusing on Slash. "Hang on, | recognize this man! | 
just need to remember where! You didn’t call the cops, did you dad?" "Not yet," the man answered. The keeper 
decided he'd help him, whatever that took. The keeper couldn't pinpoint anything, but couldn't shake his nagging 
feeling. ‘Maybe | can offer him a job?! considered the shopkeeper. 


Something awakened Slash. Slash eyes opened, and realized somebody had doused him with water. He'd opened 
his eyes to see 3 unfamiliar faces standing above him, one holding the large empty cup. "Oh shit!" exclaimed 
Slash, wiping his wet face with his hands. Slash was weak, and eyes too dreary to even focus on them well. 
"Where am I" He suddenly hollered at the blurry figures above him, frustrated by his blurry vision from the 


water in his eyes. But his voice only sounded like garbled, unrecognizable, slurred speech to the men. 


So none of them answered him. Then he heard one of them say, "Lets get him inside! Thank goodness he's still 


alive!" 
Slash's heart pounded painfully in his chest from dehydration. As Slash's focus cleared, he could see the men 
better. 


One was an older gentleman from India. The others were two younger men. One looked like the man's son. 


Slash had no idea where he was yet. He had no memories of how he'd got here. 


The new hire grabbed Slash's feet. The man's son grabbed Slash by the shoulders. They hoisted him up, and 
into the store. They brought Slash into the back office, and lay him on a sofa. 


"My goodness! He looks famished!" Said the older man's wife, Lilly. "That's what he was doing, scavenging for 
food in the trash bin hon" The man answered. The woman looked horrified. 

"Do we still have that position open?" he asked his wife. "We decided to wait on that, remember dear?" She 
answered. "Why do you suppose he's so starved?" Asked the son. "Looks homeless to me. Let's get him 


something to eat" Said the Keeper. "He doesn't look dirty, but a warm bath wouldn't hurt neither," Added Lilly. 
The old shopkeeper's name was Sam Rajh. And Sam was a man who was well connected. 
" Are you sure that's all thats wrong, Sam? Hunger? Think we should call the emergency?" questioned Lilly. 


"Well let's see if he can eat something first, but yes, he's definitely famished" Answered Sam. 
The son appeared round the corner with a box of donuts that he was eating. "Donuts! Want Donuts!" hollered 
Slash. "But his speech was just garbled nonesense to them because of his dried tongue and throat. Slash 


wondered why they seemed confused at him. 


"Donuts! Want Donuts!" Slash hollered again, for the first time, recognizing how incoherent his babbling was. He 
then began making gestures. " Good lord," Sam said finally. "Don't you got anymore soup, or chilli in the pot 
Lilly?" He asked his wife. "Let me check." And off she went: 


The son got a closer look at Slash, then his eyes widened in amazement. "Heeeey!!Heey, | finally recognize this 


"What?l!" said his father indignantly. "Its him! Its them from that show! Remember the one | was telling you 
about?" "What are you talking about!" replied the dad impatiently. 


"That really cool, unrivaled Rock band, Guns n Roses!!! Yeah, that's the name! Real talent! They will be the next 
big thing! They got that really amazing Frontman/singer | told you about dad, his voice is like NONE others 
pops! | swear, wait until you hear himl!!" His dad was now scratching his head as he examined Slash. "And this 
guy," the son continued, " he was on instrument, | think it was... lead guitar!" The son continued. "So if this is 
the guy you say he is, what's he doing behind our store, scavenging in bins for food?" The dad inquired. "Dad, | 
don't know... | don't think they are signed yet, but they got number one spots at the clubs, even at the 
Whiskey! They're unlike anyone! They are REAL talent, they're trailblazers'Everyone's saying this is history in 
the making! Everybody LOVES them! " the son explained. 


"They are that good, but aren't signed?" questioned the Dad. "Lots of good musicians don't get signed dad," 
"Dash! That was his name | think Its been year since | saw them! Mom was crazy about them too! Especially 
for that phenomenal Frontman! Hey, can | get your autograph Dash!" The son continued excitedly. "I think you 


are mistaken son," concluded Sam. 


‘Mind your manners sonl" disciplined the mother as she brought in a large bowl of warm chili, with loaf of 
bread. "Mom, don't you remember this man?" The son asked incredulously. " What?"asked Lilly. "From that band, 
remember that band | showed you a year ago?!" "| remember that band yes," answered Lilly blushing, "Omg, 
that Singer, who'd forget? but not recognizing this man" Lilly answered. The son gasped in disbelief. "Well, even 
‘IF: this were the man, he was probably in better shape at the show," said Sam to his son 

"Whether you're right or wrong on him, this man needs to regain his strength son," Lilly said, sitting the food 
on the table in front of Slash. "Here you go, eat up my friend, you need your strength." She said smiling and 
patting Slash on his head. Sam brought a large cup of water to Slash. 


They stood watching him eat, not exactly knowing what to think of this. 


Living Quarters, overnight 


Duff was restless overnight. In total, he had gotten no more than a couple hours of very broken rest. Duff 
just couldn't shake the feeling that something was really wrong. Considering how Slash had ransacked the place 
before he left, Duff wondered what the band was in for. Duff stayed here with band for now, after being 
released temporarily from work, until they needed him again. Duff was now as penniless as the rest of them. 
And he had recently broke up with his latest girlfriend. Duff finally got up in middle of the night, unable to 
sleep, and went into the kitchen for a late night snack 


Duff slept on the lower level of the building. As he walked through the building up to 2nd floor, it was cold, 
noiseless, and had the feel of a tomb. The men had all gotten themselves space heaters to keep warm in their 
rooms, but without central heating the halls of building was cold, esp at night. They couldn't afford utilities, 
but at least Vicki paid for their hot water. Duff wasn't wearing any shoes, so his feet hit the cold cement and 
tiles directly. He looked at the time, and gasped when he realized Slash had not come back yet. Slash had 
nowhere else to go. Something had to be wrong. Duff reached into the barren fridge. Duff snorted. "The band 
that headlines at clubs, but struggles to eat," he whispered sarcastically, as he removed the half eaten jar of 


peanut butter. 


Duff had hidden some crackers in his room, and now ate these with the peanut butter in kitchen. Duff snorted 
again. This was all ridiculous. Though the band was now the most successful street band; and after many 
years of suffering and hard work, they still had yet to see any real rewards. They were still basically living on 
the streets. Some members were growing tired Duff began wondering how much longer he could do this. And 
all the drama in the band was starting to take its toll on Duff too. It seemed there was always something. And 
Duff had somehow fallen into the unofficial job of ‘The Voice of Reason’ in the band. It was he who was 


expected to calm conflicts in the band, and bring about resolutions. 


Duff was the most logical and practical in the band, but perhaps it was also because he was the biggest and 
strongest of them all. He had the least to risk when any of them got out of control. In a big brother way, 
they looked up to him and Duff knew it. He tried to be strong for them, and never let them see him down like 
this. The band had been in long lines to pantries and soup kitchens many times, but those only ran once a 
month and couldn't feed them for more than few days. Duff considered going to apply for Food Stamps. In the 
distance, a lone dog let out a long sorrowful howl. Duff watched the warm breath flow from his nostrils into 


the cold. "| gotta get me a REAL job," Duff reluctantly concluded. 


